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	1. Chapter 1: Hatched

**_Through the Eyes of the Night Fury_**

**I've always been curious about Toothless's backstory. So I decided to explore a possible history for him.**

**DISCLAIMER: I do not own How to Train Your Dragon; I am merely exploring a different side of the story.**

**With that said, let's begin!**

* * *

><p><strong>Hatched<strong>

A small, steady beat: that's what all life begins with.

The gentle thumping of a heart; that is what an unborn Night Fury felt in his chest as he became fully aware of his enclosure.

It was time.

The little dragon began to blindly struggle and kick, trying to break down the dark walls that encased him. His little claws, while still not very sharp, began to claw at the smooth texture.

Eventually, a crack formed in the shell. With his eyes still closed, the little Night Fury stuck his nose up and broke through the barrier. A new air brushed over his snout and something bright made him wince and tighten his still-closed eyes.

But that didn't stop him from continuing to struggle out of his confinement. He still kicked and clawed his way out of the enclosed space. With one last effort, the little hatchling cracked open the shell and it broke apart, causing him to spill out onto something that felt hard, cold, and rough.

Something cold lightly swept around his little body, making the little dragon curl back up into a ball and shiver. The bright something was almost blinding and made his eyes hurt. His two earlike appendages on his head twitched as he began to hear different sounds like grunts, chirps, trickling, and rustling all muddled together.

He fearfully whimpered and he covered his face with his paws, afraid to even try and open his eyes.

The baby Night Fury began to tremble as all of these things frighten him. The beating organ in his chest began to beat even harder, causing him to breathe heavily.

What kind of world was this?

It was then that something dark cast over the bright light and the little dragon heard a gentle voice whisper:

"It's alright, little one. I'm here."

Curious as to what spoke to him, the little dragon lifted his head and started to open his eyes. He squinted when all he saw was a blurred image. Whatever it was, it was black with two green things in even intervals.

After a few blinks, the hatchling's eyes adjusted to the light and his vision became clear. He saw that it was a face from another dragon that was exactly like him. Only this was one was bigger, much bigger. It looked down at him with a tender and loving expression on her face.

The baby Night Fury yelped with happiness as he instinctively realized that this was his mother. He hoisted himself up onto his hind legs, attempting to reach up and touch her face. However, his leg muscles weren't fully woken yet, not to mention they weren't strong enough to support all of his weight. As a result, he fell over on his back. He kicked all four paws around in the air as he struggled to get up.

The older dragon smiled at the hatchling and lowered her head. Gently and lovingly, she nuzzled him, making him squeak as her snout tickled his tummy. He playfully swatted at her face for a moment before embracing her and tenderly rubbing his face against hers.

The female dragon then lifted her head just enough to raise him back onto his feet. She then lowered her head and the baby let got. He stumbled a little as his legs tried to support his weight. Eventually, with his body weight spread out on all four paws, he managed to fully stand up.

The mother dragon lay down as her son waddled over and climbed up into her forepaws. He nuzzled his face against her chest and curled up into a ball. The female lowered her head again and nudged the resting hatchling.

She then looked up as she heard the sound of powerful wings thumping through the sky, drawing closer and closer by the second.

At the mouth of the cave, the sunset on the horizon cast lights of red and gold. Among the sun's rays was a dark image began to fly into view. The figure landed gracefully and walked into the cave. A powerful male Night Fury approached his mate with a large catch of fish in his mouth.

"Alva," the female Night Fury said, "he's finally hatched."

The male dragon placed his catch down next to his mate and looked over at the sleeping baby in her arms. He smiled with pride as he took in the realization that he had become a father today.

"Dagna," Alva smiled as he lowered his head down to the little hatchling, "he's a strong one."

Sensing a new voice, the little Night Fury slowly opened his big green eyes and looked up at a new face.

Again, just like with his mother, he knew instinctively that this mighty dragon was his father. He chirped in delight as Alva gently nudged his face.

"He looks like you." Dagna said as she reached over and took a cod from the pile of fish with her mouth.

"He does, doesn't he?" Alva grinned as his son swatted at his face. "And I can tell he'll grow up to be a strong fighter. However, he does have your eyes."

Dagna didn't respond. Instead, she ate a cod from the catch Alva brought back. After a few moment, she forcibly regurgitated part of it back out. She then offered the slimy, half-digested fish carcass to the little hatchling.

The baby Night Fury's stomach growled as he took a bite of the meal, which he had very little difficulty swallowing. As his mother ate the rest of the fish that her mate had caught, the little hatchling continued to eat away at the rest of his meal.

"So, have you decided on a name for him yet?" Alva asked.

"Actually, I was thinking that you should name him." Dagna replied.

Alva blinked as the request surprised him.

"I just thought that since he's your son, it would be more fitting if you chose a name for him." his mate explained.

The Night Fury looked at his son. His baby was so small, but Alva could sense a special power inside the little hatchling that was just waiting for the day when it would someday blossom into something unique.

A quality liked that deserved a fitting name.

"I know what to name him," the male said with confidence. "Thorer."

Dagna purred and nodded. That name was perfect for their son indeed.

Upon hearing that name, the little hatchling's ears perked up. He looked at his father, who smiled back at him.

"I have no doubt that someday you'll become a great Night Fury." Alva said. "You deserve a name like that."

Thorer happily chirped and crawled over to Alva. The older dragon lay down and allowed his son to climb up into his arms. The baby Night Fury then nuzzled his face against his father's chest, lay down, and curled up into a ball.

With his belly full, and knowing his parents were near, Thorer drifted off to sleep. As he slept, his tiny forepaws rested against his chest, feeling his little newborn heart beating strong.


	2. Chapter 2: Vikings

**Vikings**

_Four years later…_

"Thorer! The sun has set! It's time!"

"Coming, dad!"

Thorer, now a juvenile dragon, got up from his place and ran toward the mouth of the cave. He had now grown to the size of an average domestic cat. His wings were strong enough to carry him through the sky, and his retractable teeth had begun to grow significantly. While he still couldn't breathe fire yet, the heat from the element had grown enough to keep his body warm.

"Good luck, Thorer!" Dagna said as her son ran to entrance. "And stay close to your father!"

"Don't worry, mom!" Thorer called back. "I will!"

The young dragon met his father at the edge of the cliff. Alva greeted his son with a nudge to the head and Thorer returned the gesture.

"Are you ready, son?" Alva asked.

"Yeah!" Thorer answered with excitement. "Let's go!"

With a mighty flap of the wings, Alva leapt off the cliff and began fly up to the sky with Thorer following close behind. Since Thorer still wasn't strong enough to fly as fast as a full-grown Night Fury, Alva slowed down just enough to keep his son within visual range.

The cold wind of the night brushed past the two dragons, but the fire inside of them made them immune to its chilling breeze. High in the sky, the moon and stars shone down on the sea and glistened on the backs of the two dragons. Down below, the ocean shimmered as the waves rolled on the surface, distorting the reflection of the lights from the sky above.

Thorer continued to follow his father as he dipped down closer to the water.

"Now, son," Alva explained, "You already know how to use sound to find your way around in the dark. Tonight, I will teach you how to hunt under the light of the moon."

"Okay, dad!" Thorer nodded, excited for the lesson.

"First," Alva looked down at the water, "we have to find some fish."

The two dragons flew on for a good long time before Alva's keen night-vision caught the movement of a school of fish swimming below the waves. He stopped in his flight and hovered for above the spot. Thorer saw his father's action and stopped as well.

"Remember," Alva said, "we Night Furies have very keen senses, especially in the dark. You can use those senses to find fish under the water. Can you see them?"

Thorer looked down at the water and narrowed his eyes a bit. Under the surface, which was a lighter shade of black in his eyes, the little dragon saw the school of fish circling around.

"Uh-huh!" he nodded.

"Very good." Alva grinned. "Now watch closely."

The mighty Night Fury flapped his wings and flew a little distance up into the sky. Thorer watched in amazement as his father swept back down through the air at great speed, making a kind of shrieking sound.

Alva then dove into the water with a surprisingly small "SPLASH". In less than a second later, the Night Fury shot out of the sea with a large cod in his mouth.

"Wow!" the young dragon whispered, captivated by his father's skills.

Alva flapped his wings as he hovered in the air next to his son. As he at the fish, he allowed Thorer to bite off pieces of flesh off. Because Thorer's stomach couldn't handle digesting bones yet, Alva ate that along with the other tougher parts of the fish. Pretty soon, there was nothing left of the cod.

When they were done eating, Alva turned back to Thorer.

"You ready to try?" he asked his son.

Thorer eagerly nodded and then quickly flew higher into the sky.

"Just remember!" Alva shouted from below. "Speed is important! Make a catch quickly!"

"Right, dad!" Thorer happily nodded.

However, just as Thorer was about to dive into the water, something glowing in the distance caught his eye.

"Dad!" he called. "There's something over there!"

Alva turned the in the direction Thorer was looking and stared at it for a moment. Even though it was a long distance away, he could still see that it looked like a large dragon glowing yellow on the sea. However, the Night Fury had seen this before. It was no dragon.

He sharply drew in air as he fearfully realized what it was.

"Vikings!"

The next thing Thorer knew, his father shot up toward him and grabbed him with his forepaws, hugging his son close to his chest. Thorer tucked his wings in close to his body and clutched at Alva's paws as he began to fly at neck-breaking speed away from the ship.

"Dad, what's wrong?!" the little Night Fury asked.

"Vikings, Thorer!" his father answered with great urgency in his voice. "We have to get away from here!"

"But why?" Thorer shivered.

"Just hang!" Alva gruffly said as he looked over his shoulder.

Thorer fearfully looked back to see a little speck of orange light quickly fade away in the distance. However, it wasn't the ship that startled him, it was how his father reacted to it that got him spooked. In all his years, he had never once seen his father even remotely scared. So just seeing him slightly frantic made Thorer feel very uneasy.

Pretty soon, Alva reached their home island and flew straight into the cave.

"Alva, Thorer, what's the matter?" Dagna asked when she saw her mate's unnerved behavior.

"Vikings were out on the sea tonight." Alva replied as he carefully placed Thorer down.

Dagna gasped in fear, making Thorer even more afraid. If both of his parents were afraid of these "Vikings", then they must really be something dangerous.

"Mom, dad, what's wrong?" he finally asked. "Why did we fly away from the Vikings?"

Dagna saw the distress in Thorer's face and sighed. She walked up to him and gently nudged his face.

"I suppose it's time you knew," she solemnly said.

"Knew what?" Thorer cocked his head in curiousity.

"About those accursed creatures." Alva growled as he clawed at the ground, leaving claw marks in the stone floor.

"Calm down, Alva." Dagna said. "You only saw the ship, you weren't attacked."

Alva cast a stern glance at Dagna before turning away. Thorer's eyes darted back and forth between his parents as he sensed tension rising.

"Thorer," Dagna said in a low voice, turning back to her son, "listen very carefully because this is very important."

The little Night Fury looked his mother with a very concerned face.

"Vikings are unlike any other creature you know." Dagna explained. "They appear to be fragile, but they possess a superior intelligence. For many years, dragons have fought against them, and they have fought against us."

"Then how come I've never seen them before?" Thorer asked.

"Well," the female dragon sighed, "we Night Furies always try to stay away from them."

"But why?" Thorer said with a hint of desperation. "If we're stronger than them, why don't we fight them?"

"It's best not to engage a formidable creature like that in combat unless absolutely necessary." Dagna calmly replied, caringly nudging her son's face.

"Bah!" Alva spat. "Vikings are just cowards!"

"Alva!" the female Night Fury snapped. "You know perfectly well they're dangerous!"

"They pretend to be strong, but they are really some of the weakest creatures on the face of this earth!" Alva growled. "They don't have fangs, claws, or any kind of natural defense! Instead, they use rocks and wood to shield themselves instead. And they use the skin of other animals to keep warm because their own hides are too thin! The only reason why they are so dangerous and accursed is because they have hearts of stone!"

"Hearts…of stone?" Thorer whimpered.

"That is why you must avoid them at all costs, Thorer." Alva said, lowing his tone a little bit. "Vikings don't have hearts that beat. They don't feel anything or understand the concept of emotions. They just kill dragons on sight."

Thorer shivered and recoiled as his father finished his warning.

"Alva, that's enough!" Dagna said sternly. "The important thing is that you both got away!"

She then turned to her son and gently said. "Just…stay away from the Vikings and you'll be fine."

"Okay, mom." Thorer replied in a weak voice.

For the rest of the night, the little Night Fury laid curled up in a ball in a corner of the cave. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't shake away this fear that gripped him. In all his life, he never imagined that there could be a creature so deadly, so merciless, so cunning, or so…evil.

_"They just kill dragons on sight."_

Thorer shuddered as those words from his father continued to haunt his memory as well as another phrase he spoke.

_"They don't have hearts that beat."_

Not only did those words scare Thorer, they also confused him. Just something about that didn't make any sense to him. Vikings sounded like living, breathing creatures based on what his parents said. So how could something like that be possible?

_"How can something living not have a heart that beats?"_ Thorer fearfully thought.

Eventually, exhaustion overtook the little Night Fury and he fell alseep.

* * *

><p><em>Thorer flew through the skies in a panic with the Viking ship closing in behind him.<em>

_"You can't escape us, Night Fury!" a series of ghostly voices repeated._

_The young dragon desperately flapped his wings as he tried to gain speed, but he felt as if he was flying against a wind that was pushing him back on purpose. He couldn't fly higher because it was like an invisible ceiling was pressing him downward. He opened his mouth to scream for help, but his voice refused to work properly._

_Below him, the sea was a tempest. Its surface tossed and turned with violent waves that threatened to drown Thorer if he happened to fall into its clutches. Yet the Viking ship behind him seemed to cut through the storm like it wasn't even there._

_Thorer dared to look over his shoulder and what he saw made fear grip him so tight he felt as if the air in his lungs was squeezed right out of him._

_The Viking ship was right over him!_

_The little Night Fury shut his eyes tight, not wanting to see his life end this way._

* * *

><p>Thorer's eyes snapped open with a gasp and he raised his head.<p>

The cave was quiet. Light from the moon shown in from the entrance and lit the cavern with a subtle silvery glow.

Thorer's heart thumped rapidly inside his chest and he breathed heavily. His body trembled and he clawed the ground with fear. He let out a small whimper as he tried to calm himself down. However, he was too shaken up to calm down.

"Thorer?"

The little Night Fury turned sharply when he heard his name called. He was both surprised and relieved when he saw his father standing above him.

"Dad…the Vikings…" Thorer stammered in a quivering voice. "They were…"

"Shh." Alva lowered his head and gently nuzzled the little dragon. "It's alright, son. You were just having a nightmare. You're safe now."

Thorer softly purred as he rubbed his face against his father's. Knowing that this mighty protector was near began to ease the troubled thoughts in his mind.

Alva turned is body around so he could lie down next to Thorer and covered him with his large, black wing. He couldn't help but grin a little as his son rested his head against his foreleg. However, he became a little concerned when Thorer turned his head away in a manner that looked like despair.

"I'm sorry, dad." the little Night Fury suddenly said.

"For what?" Alva raised an eyebrow in confusion.

"For being a coward."

Feeling ashamed, Thorer hid his face between his forepaws. He felt his dad nudge his back and he looked up at his face. To his surprise, Alva showed no signs of anger or disappointment. Instead, he looked…proud.

"Thorer," he said, "do you know what your name means?"

The little Night Fury slowly shook his head.

"It means "Thor's Warrior"." Alva explained. "I named you that for a reason. You are not a coward, my son. You're still very young, but I know that someday you'll become a great Night Fury. And when you do, that's when you'll find your courage."

"How do you know?" Thorer asked.

"Because you're our son." his father said as he affectionately nuzzled him. "And I know that no matter what you do, your mother and I will always love you. As long as you stay true to yourself, then you'll become a magnificent dragon."

Thorer smiled with happiness. He snuggled against the mighty dragon once again before closing his eyes, feeling safe knowing that his father was nearby. For a moment, he realized just how was very lucky to have a father like Alva: a dragon who was brave, strong, and wise.

_"When I grow up, I'm going to be just like my dad."_ the little Night Fury proudly thought as he dozed off.

"Goodnight, Thorer." Alva quietly said as he laid his head down and fell asleep.


	3. Chapter 3: Storm

**Storm**

_Six years later…_

Thorer, now about the size of a full-grown wolf, opened his mouth and a purple burst of fire immediately shot from it. The attack hit the water with tremendous speed and created a large splash. Fish flew out of the sea, wriggling around in a panic as the sudden blast of plasma scared the living daylights out of their tiny minds.

The young and playful dragon took this opportunity to snatch up one small cod in his mouth. Thorer didn't even bother to chew up his meal. He just swallowed the delicious fish in one gulp. He let out a sigh of content as the cod slid down his throat and into his stomach.

"Don't show off so much, Thorer." Dagna gently chided her son as she flew up next to him.

"Aw, mom," Thorer groaned. "It's just some fun."

"Regardless," the female dragon replied, "a dragon must always be on the look out. You must remember all the things your father and I have taught you…"

Thorer rolled his eyes as his mother went on to recite the survival tactics that had been hammered into his head ever since his first encounter with those Vikings, and even back when he was a baby. Things such as "keep your wits about you", "if you have to fly great distances, only travel at night", "stay clear of Vikings", and "be wary of other dragons".

He loved his family dearly, but if he had a large salmon for all the times he heard them quote all the survival tactics, his stomach would probably be so bloated that he wouldn't be able to fly at all.

Suddenly, there was a quick flash of light that lit up the sky. It was immediately followed by a loud "BOOM" that seemed to rattle the sea. Thorer jerked around in surprise and Dagna looked sharply toward the west. The sun had begun to set and it was nearly dark. While flying at night wasn't a concern for the Night Furies, the slowly violent change in weather was. Being out in harsh weather was never a good idea for a creature with any sense.

"A storm is coming." Dagna said, narrowing her eyes. "Come, Thorer, let's get back to the cave."

Thorer obeyed his mother and followed swiftly after her. Now that his wings were strong enough to carry him at great speeds, propelled him through the sky just a little below Dagna. And while they were in too much of a hurry, they still wanted to get out of the skies before the storm reached them.

The female Night Fury looked back over her shoulder to keep an eye on the storm. However, when she narrowed her eyes to get a better look, she noticed something about the lightning that seemed to be unusual. It wasn't striking the horizon at random as lightning usually does. In fact, it seemed to be striking the clouds.

Or rather…striking _something_ that was in the clouds.

To make the situation even more unnerving, the lightning was approaching the two Night Furies at an unnatural speed.

Dagna squinted as three dark imagines in the clouds slowly began to come into focus. As they came out of the clouds, she gasped in horror.

Behind the two Night Furies, getting closer and closer, were three dragons: a Monstrous Nightmare, a Whispering Death, and in the center, attracting lightning to itself, a Skrill.

And it was the Skrill that had Dagna's attention the most.

"Stop right there, Night Furies!" the purple Skrill ordered in a harsh, raspy voice.

Thorer, surprised by the voice, almost followed the command when his mother swept under him and lifted herself up, forcing her son to ride on her back.

"Hang on, Thorer!" the fear in her voice was undeniable and made the young dragon nervous.

Dagna raced off at blazing speed. Thorer clutched his mother's back tightly as he looked back to see the three dragons get smaller and smaller.

Or…at least two of them were.

The dragon in the middle, the one that had spoken, turned to the giant red dragon and said something the little Night Fury couldn't quite hear. Immediately, the Skrill looked back at Thorer and Dagna. Before the little dragon knew what was happening, that dragon shot forward and was steadily gaining on them. Thorer could feel the muscles in his mother's body strain as she did her best to out-fly the approaching Skrill, but that vicious dragon was getting closer by the second.

In about five seconds, the Skrill caught up with the two dragons and snatched Thorer right off of Dagna's back with his big talon-like feet.

"MOM!" the little dragon cried as the Skrill turned around and began to fly back toward the group.

"Shut it, kid!" the spiny dragon snapped, tightening his group around Thorer.

Thorer let out a fearful whimper.

The moment her son was snatched off her back, Dagna whipped her whole body around and flew straight back at the kidnaper.

"LET MY SON GO, SKAGI!" She roared viciously.

Dagna shot up in the air and clamped her jaws down on the Skrill's neck. Her pupils were now just slits filled with rage and anger. Her muscles in her legs became more visible as she wrestled with her son's captor.

Skagi screeched with pain and lost his grip on the little Night Fury and dropped him. Thorer panicked as the ocean rushed to meet him. He instinctively stuck his wings out and the sudden gust of wind stopped him just a few inches away from the water.

He looked up with horror-stricken eyes as he watched his mother continued to fight with that scary dragon up in the sky. The terror in his racing heart increased as the Skrill straightened his wings and lightning suddenly rushed toward him from the dark clouds, making the sky rumble with electrifying energy.

Dagna roared in pain as the white bolt of light gave her a nasty jolt. She let go of Skagi dragon and tumbled backwards toward the sea below.

"MOM!" Thorer screamed in terror.

"STEINAR, THORFINN, GET THE KID!" the Skrill bellowed.

A shadow cast over the little dragon and he looked up to see the Whispering Death heading straight for him.

"FLY, THORER! FLY!" Dagna shouted, knowing she wouldn't recover in time to reach her son.

Thorer hesitated for a moment. But as the spike-covered dragon got nearer and nearer, fear gripped him and he flew off as fast as he could in a random direction.

Lightning flashed all around the little dragon as he desperately tried to escape his pursuer. The atmosphere of the situation grew more ominous as rain began to pour down from the heavens in torrents. The waves were growing steadily to a tempest and began crashing wildly against each other and splashing up into the air.

The sound of the Whispering Death's rotating teeth and flapping wings drew closer and closer. Panic-stricken, Thorer struggle and strained his own wings to stay ahead pursuer. When he heard the sound of the other dragon was getting dangerously close, look over his shoulder.

What he saw was a large, gaping jaw filled with rows of sharp teeth ready to trap him in its clutches. Thorer shut his eyes and winced, waiting for the cage of teeth to chomp down on him.

However, that did not come to pass. For at that moment, the Whispering Death letting out a painful screech that sounded distant almost immediately. The little Night Fury snapped his eyes open, stopped and turned around. When he saw what had happened, he felt hope rise in his chest.

"DAD!"

Thorer's heart gave a great leap as he saw his father grab the other dragon's tail with his jaws, penetrating through the skin and leaving a bite mark. Then with a tremendous display of strength, the male Night Fury threw the Whispering Death down straight into the ocean.

"STAY AWAY FROM MY SON!" Alva roared.

"STUPID NIGHT FURY!" Steinar spat. "YOU'LL PAY FOR THIS!"

"DAD, LOOK OUT!" Thorer suddenly shouted.

Alva looked up to see the Monstrous Nightmare racing down toward him with the female Night Fury squirming in his clutches.

"DAGNA!" Alva roared angrily.

Alva, now enraged, sped up toward the other dragon. The Monstrous Nightmare seemed to grin with pleasure as Alva approached. The red dragon then opened his mouth and got ready to blast a liquid fire at the approaching Night Fury. Alva narrowed his eyes and he quickly shot at the Monstrous Nightmare's open mouth with a plasma blast.

Thorer watched in both horror and amazement as the blast shot up the Monstrous Nightmare mouth and through the rest of his body. The dragon then let out an agonized roar, its eyes rolled to the back of its sockets, and it began to turn twist and turn almost unnaturally.

"THORFINN!" Steinar shouted.

With the red dragon incapacitated, Dagna managed to wiggle her way out of his grip. She sped past him as he fell out of the sky and into the water.

The last thing Thorer ever saw of that dragon was it thrashing around on the surface before sinking below the torrential waves, lifeless and still.

"Dagna!" Alva flew down to his mate with a concerned face. "Are you alright?"

"Alva, it's Skagi!" Dagna shouted in terror. "He's back!"

Alva's eyes widened at the sound of the name.

"Dagna, take Thorer and get out of here!" Alva commanded.

"Alva, you know Skagi's too strong for you to handle alone!" Dagna replied. "We all must flee from here!"

The male Night Fury looked up at his son, then back at his wife.

"Alright!" he said. "But we have to hurry!"

As the three Night Furies began to fly away, the Whispering Death, still in the water, whipped its tail in their direction, sending a barrage of sharp spikes.

Thorer yelped as one flew just in front of his face. He then heard his parents roar and screech in pain. He turned around quickly and was shocked by what he saw.

"MOM! DAD!"

Three spikes had struck Dagna: one stabbed in her left hind leg, one in her right foreleg, and one cut her right flank. Two spikes wounded Alva deep in the left flank and one cut clean across his chest.

"I TOLD YOU YOU'D PAY!" Steinar taunted.

"Oh, shut up, Steinar!" a harsh voice demanded.

At that moment, Thorer looked up and froze in horror when he heard the sound of that raspy cold voice.

Skagi was hovering a few feet above the family of Night Furies.

"What do you want, Skagi?!" Dagna snarled at the Skrill.

"Just how long did you think you could avoid me, Alva!" Skagi grinned maliciously at the adult male Night Fury. "Your species is dwindling and you know it! I'm just here to help it along!"

"Leave my family alone, Skagi!" Alva growled viciously.

Skagi's grin grew even greater as he fixed a deadly gaze on the youngest member of the family.

"Very well, I will." he sneered. "Just hand over the hatchling and I'll spare you and Dagna's life!"

Thorer involuntary let out a fearful whimper, realizing the Skrill was referring to him!

"FLY, THORER!" Alva quickly shouted. "GO, GET OUT OF HERE!"

Thorer obeyed his father and flew away in a panic. He didn't look back, not even for a second. All he could do was listen at the sound of the wing beats beside him as well as behind him. Every now and then, he would hear one or both of his parents whip around and fire a shot of plasma blast at the pursuing dragon. He also heard thunderclaps all around him as the Skrill summoned lightning from the heavens. The monster would then shoot out a stream of white fire from his mouth. Each time, the stream of lightning got closer and closer.

The little Night Fury could barely breathe. His heart thundered so hard that he could feel his chest throbbing up and down. He was too frightened and dizzy to know what was happening.

But what came next, he would remember as long as he lived.

When he dared to look back, Thorer saw Skagi summoned some more lightning to his body and take aim at the young Night Fury.

Thorer couldn't even let out a scream as the lightning shot from the Skrill's mouth. He was sure this was the end of him!

"THORER!"

Suddenly, Alva charged right above his son and shot a blast of plasma at the white fire. Before Thorer knew what was happening, a great big burst of energy erupted from the colliding attacks. He quickly found himself shoved out of the sky and tumbling down to a small island below.

All around him, everything was a huge disorienting blur. The sky, sea, and ground seemed to merge together into a large whirl of colors. Every now, Thorer saw two black objects sweep across his vision before disappearing again.

The ground colors gradually got larger and larger until there was only a big mixture of greens, browns, and greys. Pretty soon, Thorer made contact with the ground with a hard "THUD". He summersaulted for several feet until he rolled right into the opening of a clump of rocks.

Thorer hit the back wall of the cave and laid flat on the floor. He shut his eyes tightly and shook his head as he fought the dizziness that was disorienting his mind. However, even after the nauseating feeling went away, the little Night Fury didn't dare leave the cave.

Outside of his hiding spot, the thunderstorm raged one. In the distance, the dragon could barely make out the roars and cries of his parents as well as Skagi's shrieks and bone-chilling voice.

Thorer cowered to the back of the cave, curled up into a ball and trembled as he commotion continued. He covered his head with his forepaws as the painful cries of his parents increased. His heart was now beating so hard that he was sure it would either explode or burst out of his chest.

He had never felt fear like this before. It was like a horrible nightmare that he couldn't wake up from. There nothing he could do to shake it away. The grip of terror had him ensnared in its trap, refusing to let him go.

_"Please!"_ he silently pleaded. _"Just be over!"_


	4. Chapter 4: Lost

**Lost**

The night was very dark when the horrifying sounds of Night Furies in agony finally ended. Thorer, still very frightened, finally emerged from the rocks. He slowly crept out, sniffed the air, and shivered as the cold rain splashed down on him. However, it wasn't the rain that made his body feel so cold and numb.

All around him, the forest was eerily dark. Every now and then, lightning would flash and thunder would rattle the earth in the distance. The rain poured down in torrents, making everything soaking wet and the ground slippery.

"Mom? Dad?" Thorer whimpered.

The little Night Fury began to search through the woods for any sign of his parents. He sniffed the air constantly, trying to pick up their scent. He was deathly afraid to call out, or even so much as speak a single word. He didn't dare whisper. He was afraid that the lightning dragon, the Skrill his parents called "Skagi", would lurking through the woods, looking for him.

Thorer shuddered and his heart beat even harder with fear as he remembered what that evil dragon had said before to his father:

_"Just hand over the hatchling and I'll spare you and Dagna's life!"_

That would haunt Thorer's memory for the rest of his life.

Fortunately, the Skrill had seemed to move on from the island. There was no sign of him anywhere. When Thorer was absolutely certain that Skagi was gone, he finally shouted:

"MOM! DAD!"

No answer.

"MOM! DAD! WHERE ARE YOU?!"

Still, no answer.

Thorer sniffed the air one last time. At first, he was happy to smell the scent of his parents. But anxiety began to creep in again as he caught another scent that was mixed with theirs.

Blood.

The little dragon immediately sprinted through the forest, fearing for the worst. His pulse quickened by the second as the horrible feeling was growing and growing in his heart.

As he ran closer and closer to the where the scent was the strongest, he noticed that more and more trees had fallen. Only they didn't look like they had been toppled by the wind. They had dragon scratch marks deep within the wood of the trunks and thick branches and many of them had half of themselves split in two, with one half completely bent over.

On top of that, Thorer found himself leaping over large pits in the ground. The most disturbing thing was that the pits were becoming more and more frequent as the scent of his parents became stronger.

Finally, he came to a clearing and stopped dead in his tracks. Lightning flashed across the sky and for a brief moment, lighting up the landscape below. But what it showed was the thing Thorer never wanted to see.

"No…" a weak whisper escaped with his breath.

In the center of an opening of the forest, which splattered with holes, was the most terrifying thing that Thorer had ever seen in his life.

His parents lying on bloodstained grass, their wings broken and dislocated, more Whispering Death spins protruding from their bodies, and each of them had horrible gashes in their sides.

Thorer, shocked and grief-stricken, ran over to his mother. When he got up close, he was horrified to see numerous burns all over the female Night Fury. Her body was as cold as ice and her eyes remained closed. A little bit of blood dripped from her mouth and there was no sound of breathing.

"Mom?" he whimpered, nudging her face. "Mom, wake up! Mom, please!"

Dagna remained unmoving.

Thorer quickly went over to her chest and placed his ear against it, hoping to feel a heartbeat.

Nothing. There was no heartbeat. Not even a faint one.

"Mother," the little dragon moaned in sadness.

From behind him, Thorer heard a weak groan. He whipped around and looked at his father. The large Night Fury's head moved slightly.

"Father!" Thorer cried out.

Thorer ran over to his father and stood over him. He saw awful burn marks along his father's neck and shoulders. Alva's chest heaved in spasms as he struggled to stay alive, just long enough to tell son something.

"T-Thorer?" Alva said in a weak voice.

Alva's cloudy eyes were barely opened, his breathing was shallow, and he could barely move his broken body. Seeing his father like this tore at Thorer's heart so much that his chest began to ache. He lowered his head and nudged his father's face.

"Dad…I…I'm sorry!" the little dragon choked.

"For what?" Alva replied.

"I'm sorry!" Thorer repeated. It was the only thing he could say. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry!"

"Thorer," Alva smiled as best he could, "no…no need to be…sorry."

"But that Skrill…" Thorer protested. "He was after me! Why didn't you just give me up?! You should've saved yourselves!"

"Thorer," Alva heaved, "you mother…and I…would never…never have given you up."

"But…why?!"

"Son," Alva gently said, wincing, "someday when you…when you find someone…someone to love…someone that you would do anything for…someone you would be willing to…to sacrifice yourself for…you'll understand."

"Dad, please…!"

"Listen, Thorer," Alva shuddered, feeling strength beginning to wane, "Beware of Skagi. Get away…away from here. He…he will stop at nothing…to kill you."

"But why?!"

"Just promise me…" the fallen dragon groaned, "you'll stay alive. Live on...live your life. Trust your heart and…and become who you are meant to be. Promise me."

"I…I promise." Thorer whined, feeling emotional pain rip through his stomach.

All Alva could do now smile as best he could at the young Night Fury.

"Thorer," he whispered he last few breaths, "your mother and I…will always be with you. We…we will always love you. And…I want you to know that…I'm so…so proud of my son."

With that, Alva breathed out his last breath. His eyes slowly closed and his head collapsed on the ground. His heart beat one more thump before falling silent and still.

"Father?" Thorer nudged his father's face. "Father!"

Nothing. Thorer's father was dead.

If Night Furies could shed tears, Thorer wouldn't be ashamed of letting them fall now.

His family was gone: killed by a Skrill and Whispering Death. The worst part, and the thing that threatened to rip Thorer's heart to shreds, was that he felt responsible for their deaths. The feeling of it being his fault grew stronger and stronger, making him coil away as if he had just be stabbed in the stomach. Feeling pain, anger, and loss gather up inside of him became too much for him to bear.

Finally, he shut his eyes tight, lifted up his head, and let out an anguished roar to the heavens. At the same time, lightning flashed across the sky and thunder shook the sea.

Thorer then collapsed with exhaustion, as if a club had just smacked him across the head. He didn't feel the rain pouring down on him anymore. He couldn't hear the thunder across the horizon. He couldn't even feel his own limbs. He had gone completely numb. The world around him seemed to have vanished. His energy just left from him.

Then the Night Fury's consciousness gave out and darkness took him.


	5. Chapter 5: Comfort

**Comfort**

The early morning sun cast a pale yellow light across the sandy beaches of the island as the waves gently washed onto the shore. The wind had settled down a great deal from the previous night and was now whistling across the island.

Thorer wandered across the beach. His head hung down low, his wings were limp, his legs felt weak, and his tail dragged in the sand behind him. After waking up to find his dead parents in the middle of the forest, the little Night Fury sadly left them, only glancing back once. There was nothing he could do for them now. There was no reason for him to stay anymore.

The adolescent dragon walked across the beach with a noticeable stagger. It wasn't because any of his limbs were injured, but because they felt numb and weak with sadness. When he finally reached a large tide pool, he collapsed on the ground and curled up into a ball and shivered, but not because he was cold.

"I can't go on," he whimpered. "I'm lost."

Suddenly, water splashed out of the tide pool as a large blue dragon emerged from below. Thorer jumped and backed away in fear. He coiled up as the dragon turned its whole body to look at him.

Its scales were of a dark sea blue and it had piercing yellow eyes. Its legs were small and short, sprawling out from under its body like a lizard. But its mouth was what Thorer was focused on the most. The dragon's jaws were massive and were lined with long, sharp teeth. Its lower mouth over-bit a great deal and appeared to mask its eyes.

It was a Thunder Drum.

"What's going on here?!" he growled in a gruff yet booming voice.

Thorer whimpered as the big dragon stared down at him. This dragon was about three times the size of Thorer himself. And knew that if this Thunder Drum wanted to, he could use that enormous mouth to snatch him up and swallow the Night Fury whole.

"A Night Fury?" the Thunder Drum said, slightly confused when he saw the little dragon. "What's a little runt like you doing out in broad daylight?"

"Like I have a choice." Thorer tearfully replied, shaking a little bit. "I can't go home now."

"Why not?" the Thunder Drum grunted.

"My family was killed by a Skrill and Whispering Death, that's why!" the little Night Fury shouted, his heart aching as he remembered what happened last night. "They died protecting me! I have no home anymore!"

Upon hearing the news, the big dragon's face changed from stern and annoyed to very sympathetic.

"I see." he replied softly.

"Why am I such a coward?" Thorer shamefully said before burying his face under his forepaws and shivering. "If only I was stronger."

"Oh, you're not a coward," the Thunder Drum said. "And what happened wasn't your fault. Now, you listen to old Calder."

"Calder?" the little Night Fury peeked out from behind his paws.

"Yes," the elder dragon nodded, "and I know what it's like to lose someone you love. For a while, it seems like there's nothing that can fix the pain."

Thorer curled up and groaned in sorrow. The ache in his heart hammered against his chest, making it hurt.

"But eventually," Calder continued, "you realize that they never really leave you. Once you love someone, they will always be in your heart."

The little Night Fury looked up at the Thunder Drum when he said those words.

"My mother used to say that," he said softly.

"Then she was a wise dragon." Calder complimented.

Thorer couldn't help but smile for a moment. However, the memory of seeing his mother mauled and dead made him look away in sadness again. His mind then quickly drifted to his father and he winced when he remember his father's dying words.

That was the time he heard his father's voice. And right now, he longed to hear again.

"I miss them so much," Thorer whimpered.

"And you'll always miss them," Caldar said. "But as long as you remember them, they will always be with you."

"But what do I do now?"

"I'm afraid I can't tell you that, little one," the Thunder Drum said solenmly.

"Thorer," the Night Fury interrupted. "My name's Thorer."

"Okay then, Thorer." Calder gently smiled. "The best advice I can give you right now is to just survive. Keep the faith, and I'm sure you'll find your place in this world. We all have a place in this world. And each of us must find it."

The Thunder Drum then turned away and began to walk across the beach. However, when he gone about six paces, he stopped.

"One more thing," Calder's voice sounded very serious. "If I were you, I would leave this area as soon as possible. If that Skrill you mentioned before is indeed who I think he is, then you'd be best to get away from here as fast as your wings can carry you."

"Why?" Thorer asked.

"Because Skagi will stop at nothing to wipe out all Night Furies that he crosses paths with." Calder said. "Take heed and stay away from him at all cost. Farewell, Thorer."

"Wait," the Night Fury pleaded, "don't just leave!"

"I'm sorry," the Thunder Drum lowered his head, "but it's time I was moving on. But do not worry; I know you'll make it. And who knows, maybe one day our paths will again."

With that, the elder dragon spread his wings and took off. Thorer watched the Thunder Drum as he glided over the surface of the sea and disappear over the horizon.

Once again, the little dragon was alone. For a while, he just laid there on the beach, watching the sun as it rose above the sea. The pain in his chest lessened a bit, but still refused to leave him completely. However, the warm rays of the sun and the words that Calder had spoken to him were slowly warming his heart, trying to mend the break that was eating away at him.

It must have been a few hours later before Thorer even so much as moved from his spot. By now, he was starting to get some feeling back in his body. And the first thing that the dragon felt was a gnawing pain in his gut. As if to confirm the feeling, his stomach clenched and growled in hunger.

Although his mother and father had always told him to hunt or travel under the cover of night, Thorer decided that this would have to be an exception. After all, he hadn't eaten since yesterday, and if he was going to be traveling as far away as he could get, he was going to need his strength.

With the flap of his wings, Thorer lifted off the beach and soared up into the sky and over the ocean. Looking down below, he saw a school of fish all clustered together below the waves.

Remember the skills he father had taught him, he shot down to the ocean as fast as he could and dove into the water. Less than a second later, he emerged from the ocean with a large fish in his mouth. He greedily gobbled the whole thing up before flying up into the sky again and diving into the water once again. He repeated this process three more times.

When he ate his fill, the Night Fury then turned toward the east. He wasn't sure why, but something told him to travel east. As long as he could get away from here, it was good enough for him.

Although the sun was still rising into the sky, Thorer flew off toward the horizon. He didn't know what existed beyond this region, but he wasn't going to look back. His sadness still stuck to him like a leach, but he knew that he had to go on. If he didn't, then his parents' sacrifice would be for nothing.

And maybe, just maybe, his destiny laid somewhere beyond that sunrise.

"Father, mother," he muttered to himself, "if you are still with me, please guide me to my place, because I'm not sure if I can make it. Just…be with me."

* * *

><p>After a long day of flying, and with many short rests on islands scattered all over the ocean, Thorer finally came to rest on a small, mostly forest-covered island. His wings were sore and he felt weak with fatigue. When he found a small cave on the beach of the island, he wandered into it and plopped down on the sandy floor. Since he had flown all day, he decided that he would continue his journey tomorrow night.<p>

During the whole journey, the little dragon couldn't shake away the feeling of loneliness. There was no one by his side, no one for him to talk to except himself, and no one to enjoy the flight with him. Not that the flight was even remotely enjoyable. This grief beating in his heart was just a vile reminder that his parents were gone and that he was on his own.

"I guess…I'll just have to get used to being alone," he sighed miserably.

As the little Night Furry curled up for sleep, the sad thought of a life of solitude drifted into his mind and began to haunt his dreams.

It was like all the hope he had ever known in his life had suddenly vanished.


	6. Chapter 6: Village

**Village**

_Two years later…_

Thorer stepped out of the cave and raised his head. The sun hadn't quite set yet, but its warm rays beckoned him to take flight and soar the heavens. With a flap of his powerful wings, he left the ground and took to the sky, flying eastward.

It had been two years since Skagi had attacked him and his family. Ever since then, that Skrill had continued to relentlessly hunt the Night Fury. However, Thorer had no desire to engage Skagi in a fight. As a result, he remained on the run: flying to any place he could, stopping for as long as he had to, and then moving on again. Whenever he did run into Skagi again, Thorer somehow managed to evade him. A few months later, Skagi would find him again, and Thorer would evade him again.

Now, the young dragon was slowly on his way to becoming a full-fledge Night Fury. His wings were already large and powerful, his body was sleek and muscular, and his senses had heightened to their fullest potential.

Sometimes, when he looked at himself in a pool of water, he could see that he was starting to resemble his father, but he his eyes were just like his mother's.

Whenever he saw that, he would either stare at his reflection for a while before looking away and move on, or he would hurtfully splash the water and distort the image.

For two years, Thorer had lived as a lone dragon. The pain of his parents' death left a hole in his heart that he couldn't seem to fill. No matter how hard he tried, the ache in his chest would often reverberate to torture him. At times, it felt like the fire in his body would burn away at him when the horrible memory of what happened that night all those years ago returned to him. Even his dreams would be plagued by the past.

Night Furies are social dragons: they need a sense companionship to survive. If something happens to someone close to them, the pain returns to haunt them for a long time.

However, as Thorer continued to grow, something also changed in him.

In all those years, he avoided other dragons like they were all Skagi. For a while, when he did encounter other dragons, he would just stare at them and wouldn't answer. As he got older, he changed to growling at them to stay away. It didn't matter if it was as small as a Terrible Terror or as large as a Monstrous Nightmare, he would warn them to stay away.

Thorer had become a lone dragon: distant and cold. He no longer cared about seeking company. All he cared about now was surviving each and every day.

However, the only thing he still cherished was the gift of flight. It was the only thing that made him feel truly free. He enjoyed racing with the wind, seeing the ocean and islands from above, and gliding in whichever direction he chose. He wasn't bounded by the limits of those grounded to the earth.

He was a creature of the air: born to fly the night sky with grace and strength.

Today, with the wind being a calm breeze, Thorer leveled out and resorted to gliding with the air currents. He didn't care where the wind took him. He just enjoyed the ride, wherever it carried him.

Pretty soon, the sun had gone down and full moon took its place up in the sky. After hours of flying, Thorer's wings began to grow tired. He looked around the ocean for any sign of land. When his eye caught a sign of light in the distance, he became wary about going toward it. He had seen that kind of light many times in his journeys across the sea. And he knew what it meant.

"Vikings." he growled bitterly.

At the first sign of Vikings, any dragon would just keep flying and not bother them. However, the weariness in the Night Fury's wings was starting to become unbearable. He had to rest.

"I have no choice," he grunted. "I'll keep my distance and to the shadows as much as possible."

The dragon changed direction and cautiously approached the island. As he drew closer, he began to see large stone things standing in the middle of the ocean. Seeing that they were just the right size for him to perch on, he carefully landed on one and folded his wings close to him. Since these things were far enough from the village that Thorer wouldn't be seen, he decided to stay here until he was ready to fly again.

He looked over to the Viking home and saw several small fires lit on sticks. There were also many large wooden caves that the Vikings had built to protect themselves from the cold.

Thorer stared at the place for a long time with curiosity. He had never seen a place like this before. He had heard about it by eavesdropping on other dragons' conversations from time to time, he had never seen a real Viking habitat.

Although, he was starting to see what his father and mother meant when they said Vikings used wood and stone to survive. These creatures seem to take those ordinary things and turn them into something else.

"Including things to kill dragons with," the Night Fury said resentfully under his breath.

It was at that moment Thorer heard a loud voice near the edge of the island.

The Night Fury looked in the direction the voice was coming from and saw a stocky human near the ridge that canopied over the ocean. He had big, bushy, fur-like stuff on his face, wore something that was green, brown, and grey, and had a funny looking ornament on his head with horns coming out on each side. On his feet were strange things that looked almost like paws.

He was obviously calling for something, but it was in a language Thorer couldn't understand very well.

The Night Fury then noticed a bush near one of the wooden caves rustle a little. He looked over in time to see something small and white emerged from it and land a few feet away in the grass. The large Viking saw it as well. He immediately marched over to the bush. When he parted the branches, his shoulders dropped out of what seemed to be frustration. He then reached down and pulled up a smaller Viking.

In fact, that child was very, very small.

He wasn't buff like the elder Viking. Instead, he was rather skinny. He had a mob of brown fur-like stuff on his head and wore something that was rather loosely fitted and consisted of the colors of green, a small covering of fur, and dark grey things on his legs. Like the elder Viking, he also wore strange paw-like things on his feet.

After the stocky Viking placed the boy back down on the ground, he started to make stiff actions, like he was talking rather harshly. The little boy then responded in a protesting tone, grabbing the white thing on the ground. He then gestured to his left foot, as if trying to explain something.

The elder then shook his head and made a sound that almost expressed something like chuckling. He then firmly gripped the boy's shoulder and said something in a light-hearted tone.

"What are they talking about?" Thorer mumbled to himself.

Although he was confused, the Night Fury couldn't seem to take his focus off of the two Vikings. They weren't acting ruthless or even mindless. They seemed to behave in a manner that almost appeared to be…family.

But…that just couldn't be possible.

All his life, Thorer had been taught that Vikings were cruel, heartless creatures. Their only instinct was to kill and destroy. And he didn't just hear these stories from his parents either; every dragon described them as being such monsters.

But right now, these two were displaying an emotion that wasn't anything evil or deranged. It was warm, happy, and loving.

However, the one thing that Thorer was focused on the most was the scrawny boy. He had always pictured Vikings to be muscular and vicious. Yet, that boy was the exact opposite of his expectations. He looked more like skin and bone if anything.

On top of that, he didn't look evil at all.

Although he was a distance away, Thorer could see the forest green eyes of the little Viking. They didn't seem to be filled with rage or anger. They almost looked…innocent.

"No!" Thorer quietly shook his head. "He's a Viking! He'll grow! And when he does, he'll be just like the others!"

The Night Fury then looked down at the splashing waves below him.

"Vikings have hearts of stone," he recited the wisdom of his father. "They don't have hearts that beat. Avoid them at all costs."

At that moment, the Night Fury's thinking was interrupted but a slightly painful rumble in his belly, reminding him that he hadn't eaten anything since early afternoon.

"And get something to eat while you're at it," he sarcastically grumbled to himself.

He let out a deep sigh, carefully balanced himself on his perch, and spread his wings. Before taking off, he glanced back once more at the island and at the small boy, giving an ambiguous face.

"Let's just hope you and I never cross paths in the future, little Viking."

With that, Thorer flapped his wings and took to the night sky once again and away from the village.


	7. Chapter 7: Vengeance

**Vengeance**

After a good meal of Icelandic cod swimming near a small island a good distance away from the Viking village, Thorer decided to land and rest on the island for a while. The moon continued on its path along the night sky. When Thorer looked up at the luminous sphere, he saw by its current position that it was very late.

Thorer landed on the island and searched around for a cave to rest in. He decided that he would sleep the day away and wait until tomorrow night to travel again. Since the entrance to the cave was rather small, Thorer had to tuck in his wings before he could crawl in. The moment he entered the cave, he saw that it was very dark with only the dim, pale light of the moon to lighten it up. However, the darkness of the night didn't bother Thorer a bit. He was a creature of the night. He was born to fly among the stars and amongst the shadows.

Using a small amount of his fire, he burned away a bit rock beneath him, making it smooth, and settled down. Tucking his forepaws underneath his head and curling his tail around in front of him, he lay down and stared off into the night sky through the entrance of the cave.

Thorer wasn't sure why, but his thoughts were constantly drifting back to that little Viking boy he saw earlier that night. Just something about him made Thorer curious. Despite what he told himself about that creature growing up and becoming a heartless killer, something inside his head kept whispering to him that it wasn't true.

But why? What makes that boy so different from other Vikings? Was it because he showed other emotions and not mindless rage? Was it because he went against Thorer's expectations of what Vikings should be in terms of stature? What was it?

"Oh, just forget it, Thorer." The dragon mumbled bitterly to himself. "It was probably just an imitation of emotions or something. Or you're just tired and reading too much into this. Just don't encounter any more Vikings and just forget about that boy."

Thorer then laid his head down on his forepaws and closed his eyes, letting sleep take over.

* * *

><p>The faint but powerful sound of thunder awoke Thorer from his slumber. His eyes shot open and jolted his head up. He looked sharply at the entrance of the cave and saw dark grey clouds in the sky. He snarled a bit and coiled back deeper into the cave. Ever since that night his parents were killed, Thorer had developed both a loathing and a fear for thunderstorms. He certainly wasn't going to fly in weather like this. He would just have to wait it out and take off the moment it stopped and the sky cleared.<p>

He was about to lie back down and try to get to sleep again, when he heard the sound of wings flapping. He looked back at the entrance and what he saw made his blood run cold and his heart beat even faster.

Landing on the beach, just outside of the cave he was hiding in, was the last dragon Thorer expected or even wished to see. It was the one who had been mercilessly hunting him, and the one who killed his family along with a Whispering Death.

Skagi the Skrill!

Thorer coiled back as far as he could go in the cave, hoping that the assassin would just move on and not find him. However, the fear slowly growing in his heart became strong the more the Skrill got closer to the Night Fury's hiding spot. Thorer tried to control himself and breath as quietly as possible, but that was a little hard to do considering Skagi was a little too close for comfort.

"Where is that Night Fury?!" the Skrill snarled. "For twelve years we've been wiping out Night Furies! Just wipe them out! That's what he said! Sure, that sounded easy! Yet one little runt manages to get a way! Just when we find the dragon of prophecy he slips right through our claws!"

Thorer's eyes widened and his pupils turned to black slits.

What did Skagi mean by "dragon of prophecy"?

Was he talking about…Thorer?!

If so, then…

An overpowering sensation of courage suddenly ignited in Thorer's heart and surged through his body.

Before Skagi knew what was going on, a blast of blue fire suddenly shot out from the cave behind him. He managed to leap out of the way just in the nick of time. Thorer then rushed out of his hiding spot and turned to face his hunter. Like a predator facing off a foe, he crouched down low and snarled at Skagi, baring all of his teeth.

"Looking for me?!" Thorer hissed.

"Well, if it ain't the little Night Fury." Skagi sneered. "How long have you been hiding?"

"What prophecy?!" Thorer demanded.

The Skrill stopped for a second and his eyes widened. There was a small glint of fear in those pink eyes of his.

"Answer me!" Thorer roared angrily. "What prophecy?! It's the reason you've been wiping out my kind, isn't it?! That's why you've been hunting me all this time! It has something to do with a Night Fury, doesn't it?! WHAT IS THIS PROPHECY?!"

Skagi's face when from concerned to malicious in a heartbeat.

"Why should I tell you anything?" he said wickedly. "You won't live long enough to find out anyway. But if you really want to know, then I will tell you this: you and another creature are the reason my master hunts you. Destroy the strongest link and the weakest will fall."

"Master?!" Thorer's eyes widened. "Who are you talking about?!"

"That is only for me to know!" Skagi snapped. "Now, Night Fury, time to meet your fate!"

Thunder crashed through the sky and lightning struck the Skrill, fueling him with its energy. Thorer's muscles tensed up and he braced himself for an attack. Just as Skagi shot a blast of white fire at the Night Fury, Thorer leapt off the ground and soared up into the sky. Lightning continued for flash all around him, as if trying to intimidate him.

But Thorer wasn't going to back down. He was done running away from this monster of a dragon. He was done living in fear. Today, he was going to fight and avenge his parents, and he was going to succeed.

With grace and strength, the Night Fury swooped down toward the Skrill and fired a blast of plasma. Skagi wiped around and managed to block the blow with a wall of lightning at the last second. He then flew up to Thorer and gashed the Night Fury's left shoulder with a long talon on his wing.

Thorer let out a roar of pain and staggered. Warm blood began to seep out of the wound and trickle down his arm. He turned to Skagi with a hateful scowl and flew up towards him, ignoring the pain rushing through his left flank. He shot another plasma blast at the Skrill, only to have it dispersed again by another wall of lightning.

"Your efforts are futile, Night Fury!" Skagi taunted. "You will soon be joining your ancestors!"

Thorer winced in irritation. His long-range attacks were useless and he was running out of firepower.

However, he didn't have much time to think about this. In a flash, Skagi shot towards Thorer. The Night Fury just managed to dodge the oncoming attack of white fire by diving down toward the sea at the last second. He then turned around and flew away as fast as he could. He could hear Skagi chasing after him, and he sounded close. It was only a matter of time before he caught up with Thorer, and Thorer knew that would be the end of him if Skagi got his talons into him.

"I've got to think of something!" Thorer franticly said to himself. "He's gotta have a weakness! But what is it?!"

Suddenly, a blast of lightning shot past Thorer, causing him to yelp and whip his head around. Skagi was just a few meters behind him and was quickly gaining on the Night Fury. Thorer mustered up all the strength he could and pushed himself forward. However, the gash in his shoulder strained his muscles and sent a sharp pain rushing through his wing, causing him to falter.

"You're mine!" Skagi snarled and flapped his wings one last time to catch the Night Fury.

Thorer whipped his body around and braced his limbs for the attack. The Skrill's talon feet came down like harpoons and dug into the Night Fury's scales. Thorer managed to prevent any more damage, but he still roared in agonizing pain.

"Stop fighting it!" Skagi snarled. "You know you can't win, Night Fury!"

"Thorer!" the black dragon shouted in a strained voice that was slowly getting strong with each word.

Finally, the Night Fury roared, "My…name…is…THORER!"

With one last burst of sheer willpower, Thorer lunged his jaws forward and bit down hard on Skagi's neck. The Skrill opened his jaws to roar in unbearable pain, but no sound came his mouth. The Night Fury's bite severed his windpipe and stunned Skagi long enough for Thorer to recover enough to finish this fight.

_"Father! Mother!" _Thorer cried out in his thoughts._ "Lend me strength!"_

With all the power he could gather from his injured body, Thorer flipped over, flapped his mighty wings, and the two dragons plummeted into the ocean below, disappeared among a large splash of the waves.

* * *

><p>"He's gone." Thorer panted as he struggled to walk onto the rocky beach of a large island.<p>

At long last, Skagi was gone. Thorer had finally defeated that accused Skrill. That dragon now lay dead at the bottom of the ocean.

After Thorer had watched the Skrill sink to the black depths of the sea, he swam to the surface and flew as fast as he could to the nearest island he could get to. The salty water stung his wounds horribly and threatened to make him pass out from pain. His wings ached terribly and the rest of his body racked in agony.

Still, he fought back the pain as much as he could and continued to fly until he came across a wall of mist. As much as his instincts told him to stay away from it, he also knew his strength was going to give out at any moment. He had to find a place to rest as soon as possible.

However, just as the large island came into view, the strength in Thorer's wings gave out and he fell into the sea. Although he could no longer fly, he still fought as hard as he could to reach the shore. He had to at least get on dry land.

Now, Thorer was staggering up onto the beach, his limbs shaking with fatigue.

"What did…he mean?" the Night Fury said, dazed. "What…prophecy?"

Finally, Thorer's strength left him. His vision grew dark and soon fell into darkness completely. His legs buckled out from under him and he collapsed onto the beach.

* * *

><p>The moment the Night Fury fell unconscious, a large male Monstrous Nightmare and a radiant blue female Deadly Nadder emerged from behind the sea-stacks. They flew down to the black dragon, sniffing him for any sign of life.<p>

"Did you see what he did?" the Nightmare said. "He defeated Skagi!"

"Looks like our master was right when she said that the dragon of prophecy had flown into our parts," the Nadder said.

"What should do? She specifically said to kill him on sight."

"Yes, but…he's destined to…"

"Kari, you know the penalty for disobeying orders."

"Yes, but you know that killing him will be wrong. Maybe we can convince the queen that he could be of use to us. After all, the raids on that village are becoming more and more difficult. And Night Furies are known for their stealth and strength."

"Kari…"

"Fray, please, we should at least try."

The Monstrous Nightmare glared back and forth between the Nadder and the Night Fury. Finally, he let out a frustrated huff and shook his head.

"Fine, have it your way," he replied sourly. "But if we're eaten alive because of this, I'll blame you."

With that said, the two dragons flapped their wings and lifted off the ground. Using their feet, they grabbed the unconscious Night Fury as gently and firmly as possible and carried him back into the heart of the island.


	8. Chapter 8: Imprisoned

**Imprisoned**

_"Thorer!"_

_"Father?!"_

_"Thorer, be strong! Be brave, my son!"_

_"But father…!"_

_"Thorer, listen to us!"_

_"Mother?! What's happening?!"_

_"Your destiny awaits you, my son! Be ready for the trials ahead!"_

_"What destiny?! What's going on?! I don't understand?!"_

_"Just be brave and be strong! Never forget who you are and never lose your heart!"_

_"Wait, dad, mom, don't go!"_

* * *

><p>The moment Thorer started to wake up, the dream he was having slowly faded from his memory.<p>

The Night Fury groaned and struggled to open his heavy eyelids. His head ached terribly and his limbs felt like they had been stuck with Terrible Terror claws. His left shoulder throbbed horribly, causing Thorer to draw in a sharp breath of air. It took all of his willpower not to let out an agonizing roar, even though that was the very thing he wanted to do.

But he kept that outburst back when heard jumbled sounds of roars, snarls, and grunts, each at different pitches and cadences.

"Ugh, where am I?" Thorer weakly moaned. "Am I dead?"

However, the moment Thorer voiced the idea of being dead, he immediately discarded it. If he was dead, he wouldn't feel this much pain, would he?

As the Night Fury became more fully awake, he realized that he wasn't on the beach he could just vaguely remember before he passed out from exhaustion. He was in a very dark, round cave with a dim red glow coming from a distant opening. A heavy smell of gas and smoke seemed to punch him in the nose almost immediately. While it wasn't potentially poisonous, it was rather revolting to smell, especially for a dragon with a heighten sense of smell.

Thorer wrinkled his nose and slowly stood up. He wobbled for a moment as his limbs struggled to wake up with the rest of him. When he had regained balance, he slowly walked toward the opening of the cave. As he drew closer and closer to the red light, he began to hear voices.

"What is the news, slaves?!" a large voice that sounded like it belonged to a female boomed through the caverns.

"W-We've gathered as much food as we could, my queen!" a frightened voice replied. "But the Vikings are getting more aggressive! We couldn't get much from the island!"

"You worthless pieces of dirt!" the large, angry female voice roared. "Have you no respect for your queen?!"

Thorer's heart began to pound hard in his chest as the voice sent a chilling wave through him. Before he exited the cave, he hid amongst the shadows and looked around the corner of the caverns. When he left the cavern, Thorer stared in horror when he saw a huge green dragon. It was bigger than any dragon Thorer had ever seen in his life. All over her back were red blotches and protruding spines. On each side of her head were three piercing blue eyes.

This behemoth was directly in the middle of what looked like the inside of a volcano. A large hole at the very top was the only thing that allowed light from the outside to barely shine through. Inside the cavern were rocky ledges, small openings, and hollowed out entrances to caves like the one Thorer was hiding in. Cowering on the ledges and inside the caves was a wide variety of dragons: from Monstrous Nightmares and Gronckles, to Deadly Nadders and Hideous Zipplebacks.

Although they were all of different species, they all had one thing in common: looks of absolute fear.

"We do respect you, our Queen!" a large male Gronckle said pleadingly. "And we greatly apologize for the lack of food! We will be scouting farther out to sea and…!"

"SILENCE!" the big dragon bellowed.

All the dragons in the cavern fell horribly silent.

"Not only have you failed to gather enough food, you have also failed to find the Viking! Why hasn't he been eliminated yet?! I'll tell you why, because none of you can kill a Viking to save your pathetic lives! And you know what the punishment for failure is!"

What happened next was the most horrifying moment Thorer had ever seen, and would remember for the rest of his life.

The enormous dragon quickly whipped her head around to a large patch of Gronkles, the one that contained the speaker, which happened to be the biggest of the paunchy dragons, and grabbed him with her massive jaws. The dragon let out an agonizing and painful roar and struggled to escape his fate. However, it was futile. The giant green dragon took several large bites and devoured the Gronckle.

Thorer felt his heart nearly stop and all the air sucked out of his body in absolute horror. What he had just witnessed was an act of cannibalism. Dragons never ate other dragons, their own species or otherwise. This was the most barbaric act that any animal of high intelligence could commit. He would expect something like this from an organism of less intelligence, but a dragon…

Thorer realized he was in grave danger. He had to get out of here.

Like a bat blends with the darkness of night, the young jet-black dragon crept through the shadows, desperately looking for an opening. He eventually found one that was nearby, but it was also in a dangerous position. Thorer would have to risk being spotted in order to reach it.

"Let that be a lesson to all of you!" the large dragon roared at the terrified residence of the mountain. "Next time you raid that village, find that Viking and kill him!"

Although Thorer's curiosity of what this monster was talking about increased with the mention of a Viking, his fear and desperation to escape was even greater. His nerve was on the verge of breaking and his instincts were screaming at him to make a mad-dash for the opening.

Finally, he gave in and flapped his powerful wings and flew off as fast as he could. This action gave him away completely.

"The Night Fury's awake!" the big dragon shouted. "Stop him!"

Before Thorer knew what was happening, dragons all around him leapt form their places and began to attack him, swooping down on him in hopes to knock him out of the air. He immediately became defensive and snarled viciously. He was going to get out and no one was going to stop him.

"GET OUT OF MY WAY!" the Night Fury shouted.

Using quick aerial movements he had practiced over the years, Thorer soared, ducked, dodged, and fired plasma blasts. Uncontrollable rage replaced his fear as he fought for his freedom.

Unfortunately, this time, there was strength in numbers.

Not to mention, the wounds Thorer has sustained in his previous fight with Skagi were starting to get the best of him again.

Dragons left and right bombarded the Night Fury with merciless attacks. He was able to dodge most of them, but there were some he could not avoid. Even though most of them were grazing shots, they still caused him to grimace in pain and flater a bit.

The strike that ultimately brought him down was when a Deadly Nadder flew up from underneath him and used the hooked talon on tip of its wing to slice his left shoulder, reopening his wound.

Blinding pain was what Thorer felt as he plummeted to the ground below. He hit the rock with tremendous force and skidded for a few feet. Already he could feel hot blood seeping out of the gash and spill out onto the rock beneath him. He groaned and twisted in agony and the world around him started to become very blurred.

No, he refused to pass out again.

Fighting to stay conscious, he looked up and was met with the terrifying face of the cannibal dragon.

"Thought you could escape, Night Fury?!" the female dragon spat. "No chance of that! You're mine now!"

"Wha…What do you want?!" Thorer hissed in pain.

"Your loyalty, nothing less than that!" the dragon snarled wickedly. "And if you don't give it to me, then I'll use you for the next example of what happens when any dragon shows disloyalty to me! Swear loyalty to me, and I'll let you live!"

Oh, this selfish, underhanded monster of a dragon!

Thorer snarled with absolute distain as the deal was presented to him. This evil creature was not worthy of the title "dragon". It was a tyrant, a dictator, an egotistical maniac; something that the Night Fury didn't want to associate with.

However, Thorer's instincts to stay alive got the best of him. Grudgingly, bitterly, and hesitantly, he accepted the despicable deal.

"Smart dragon," the behemoth said maliciously. "Now, I will be generous and allow you to take a few days for those wounds of yours to heal. Once they do, you will join the other slaves on the raids of the Viking village. A Night Fury will be a very valuable asset in our nest."

The monster then turned to two large Monstrous Nightmare.

"You two," she forcefully demanded, "take him back to his cave!"

Weak and unable to fight, Thorer simply let the crimson dragons lift him off the ground and carry him back to his cave. No, they were carrying him back to his prison. He was now trapped once again. Only this time, he had a cannibal monster to worry about.

That is what the queen of this nest would always be to him: a monster. Although he would not express it verbally, he would never call her a dragon. Not after what he had seen of her.

After the Monstrous Nightmare dragons dropped him off in his cave and left, the Night Fury growled in anger and sadness. He was now forced against his will to serve this evil queen and was trapped inside a rocky prison. He felt powerless and weak to do anything about it. All he could do was futilely contemplate what he had gotten himself into, or fearfully wonder what his fate would ultimately be in this devilish place.

And so, Thorer's life of imprisonment had now begun.


	9. Chapter 9: Raid

**Raid**

_All around Thorer was darkness. He was just floating in a limbo of blackness and deep purple mist. He looked around in astonishment. For some reason, he wasn't afraid._

_Then, out of the shadows, the sound of his father's voice spoke in a strong voice:_

_"There will be a time where a great darkness will arise. When that time comes, two destined to change the world will be born. One, a dragon as mysterious as the night, but carries strength unlike any of his kind. The other, a Viking, small in stature, but courageous beyond measure in spirit._

_"Hearts of leaders, and souls of each other, they will decide the future for both men and dragons."_

* * *

><p>Thorer groaned and slowly opened his eyes. The voice of his father and the words in his head slowly faded away like they had only come from the breath of wind.<p>

"That dream again," he mumbled.

Ever since his fight with Skagi about twenty-one suns ago, Thorer had been getting this strange dream over and over again. It was always about him wandering around in some darkness with his mother or father speaking to him in some kind of cryptic poetry.

While the dream itself was strange, the most peculiar thing about it was that every time the young Night Fury woke up, he couldn't remember much about it. There were even times where he couldn't remember it at all. The only indication that told him he had the dream was that he would wake up feeling mystified.

The only thing he could gather from it was that it was like his parents were trying to tell him something important. But what could it be? And why was he getting these dreams now?

As he contemplated this, Thorer was interrupted by the sound of another dragon entering his cave. He looked sharply up to see a Monstrous Nightmare approaching him. Thorer had been in this devilish nest of dragons long enough by now to know that this particular Nightmare's name was Fray. And just like most Monstrous Nightmares, Fray was as hotheaded and stubborn as they came.

Needless to say, Thorer wasn't very happy to see him.

"So, Night Fury," Fray spoke gruffly.

"My name's not "Night Fury"," Thorer glared almost savagely. "It's Thorer."

"Whatever," the Nightmare rolled his eyes, "Queen Einmyria has given me orders to tell you that your first raid will be tonight."

Einmyria.

At the sound of that name, Thorer gave an involuntarily low snarl. That name was like eels to him. He despised eels with a passion, but not as much as he despised the Queen of the dragon nest. That name belonged to the cannibal monster that controlled the nest, the monster that was unworthy of the title "dragon".

"You better watch that temper of yours." Fray warned harshly. "If she catches you like that, you can kiss your life good-bye."

"Shut up and go away!" Thorer snapped.

"Fine," the Monstrous Nightmare snarled. "Just be sure to be there when we depart for the raid. We leave at sun down."

With that, Fray exited Thorer's cave.

The Night Fury glared at the opening with so much bitterness and contempt he felt like he could cause it to cave in with the mere stare of his eyes. Now that his wound was healed, it meant he was now a slave to that horrible monster. Every night, after the other dragons had returned with food for Einmyria, Thorer would often hear screams and cowers as the watched their despicable Queen devour another dragon if they didn't bring enough food back with them. Although he didn't see it with his eyes, his mind would still give him a vivid, and rather morbid image of what was happening. The whole thing made his heart beat so hard that it would cause his whole body to vibrate.

Was there any chance of escape for him, for any of the poor dragons in this devilish place? Or were they trapped for all eternity?

With sundown approaching fast, Thorer began to walk out of his little cave. However, just as he was about to round the corner and enter the main room, the sound of the monster's booming voice caused him to stop dead in his tracks. It wasn't so much her voice that made him halt, but rather what he was talking about.

"Now, my slaves!" she demanded. "The Night Fury shall be joining you in the raid tonight! Make sure he does not come in contact with any Vikings! Keep him as far away as you can! And if any of you should fail, there will be serious consequences! As for THE Viking, show no mercy! Once you find him, kill him on sight!"

Thorer's eyes widened slightly and his pupils narrowed just a bit. He cast a suspicious look as he was looking at Einmyria through the stone wall. Why was Thorer not to come into contact with any Vikings? He had never faced any in combat before, but he was a Night Fury. He had defeated a Skrill and lived to tell the tale. Surely, he could take on a Viking or two and come out unscathed.

And why was she so insistent on eliminating one specific Viking? What was so special about him? Was he so dangerous that even a behemoth like her would be afraid of him?

Upon thinking this, the small memory of the two Vikings Thorer had before he came to the nest quickly flashed into the forefront of his mind. He remembered the big, stocky one, and immediately assumed that it was that kind of Viking Einmyria was talking about. It seemed to be the obvious answer. Even Thorer had to admit that he would be rather cautious when facing an enemy that was as strong as that.

"Now go!" Einmyria suddenly commanded. "And don't return until you have enough food, or else!"

There was a simultaneous reply of growls and moans as the dragons prepared to leave. Thorer shook his head and snapped out of his contemplation. He then hastily rushed out of his cave just in time to see a handful of dragons take off and head for the openings. After stretching his wings, Thorer gave a mighty flap with them and flew as fast as he could to catch up with them.

As soon as he exited the mountain and entered the mist surrounding the island, he was greeted by a cool, gentle breeze and the smell of fresh seawater. The Night Fury had gotten so used to the horrible scent of sulfur that smelling something so fresh, and feeling the coolness of the night wrap around him made him want to savor it for all it was worth. He took in a deep breath through his nose before releasing a big sigh through his mouth.

After the dragons emerged from the mist, Thorer looked up at the night sky and nearly smiled when he saw a brilliant crescent moon shining down on him with countless stars decorating the heavens above.

Oh, how he had deeply missed looking at the night sky, soaring through the comfort of its concealment, and breathing in its cool, fresh air.

This darkness wasn't of the evil kind; this darkness was just the shadows Thorer had grown to accustomed to all his life. The shadows that welcomed others like him to seek shelter in.

At long last, he was back in his element.

Thorer was so wrapped up in his moment of relief, that he didn't notice a Gronkle fly up beside him.

"Hello, dear," she said in a deep, but surprisingly pleasant lady-like voice.

"Huh?" Thorer looked over to the Gronckle, now realizing she was there.

"Oh, I'm sorry," she said apologetically. "Did I startle you?"

"No," Thorer shook his head, "I was just…uh, who are you?"

"Oh, my name's Gerda," the Gronkle bowed her head slightly in respect.

"Gerda, huh?" the Night Fury blinked.

"Yes, what's your name?"

"Thorer."

"That's a nice name. Very noble."

"Uh, thanks. So, you mind filling me in the details? Where are we going exactly?"

"Oh," Gerda's voice dropped a bit to almost despair, "we are going to a Viking settlement just a few miles from here. I should warn you that those Vikings are vicious. I…have lost a few family members to them. The last one I lost to them was my cousin."

Thorer blinked at the story, unable to bring himself to speak.

"Anyway," Gerda continued solemnly, "you should just keep your distance. Being a Night Fury, you would do best to attack their outer defenses."

"But why?" Thorer asked. "Why does the Queen want me to stay away from the Vikings, but is willing to sacrifice you guys?"

Gerda hesitated for a moment. Thorer narrowed his eyes slightly as he searched her face. She was obviously trying to come up with a good excuse without revealing the real reason behind the Einmyria's orders.

"Well," she slowly said, "you are a Night Fury. Your kind is well known for your speed and stealth abilities. I'm sure Queen Einmyria sees you as a valuable asset to the nest."

"Are you sure?" Thorer asked, sounding rather confronting. "Are you sure there's not another reason that involves say, oh, I don't know, a certain Viking?"

Flustered by the Night Fury's statement, Gerda nervously turned away.

"Look," she said rather quickly, "just follow orders and stay out of sight of the Vikings. Leave them to us. You just bring down their defenses."

Thorer didn't respond. Instead, he looked away with his eyes still fixed in a slight scowl. Something was definitely going on under the surface of the whole nest. Whatever it was, it certainly had a smell of fear and darkness. And Thorer did not like it.

* * *

><p>In about an hour, the raiding dragons began to approach their destination. As Thorer drew closer and got a better view of the island, he became surprised to see that it was the same place he had encountered before. It was the same mountain, the same decorative rocks sticking up out of the sea, and the same wooden caves.<p>

This was the village they were going to raid?

And that Viking the Einmyria wanted eliminated, he was in this place? Was Thorer right? Was that big, strong Viking he had seen before the one they were after?

Well, it certainly looked like he was about to get his answers.

In just a matter of minutes, the village was suddenly lit up in a blaze of fire, both from the houses the dragons were setting on fire and the strange wooden towers that seemed to allow the humans to control their own fire.

Vikings, both males and females, came rushing out of their wooden caves, each of them carrying some strange items that looked like sharp, shining sticks. Some also carried large stones that were tied together with a curious-looking vine, symmetrical rocks that were design for hacking at things, and large stones attached to thick wooden rods.

Watching from a distance, Thorer scanned the island below for any signs of that burly Viking. After a few minutes, he managed to find him. The Viking looked exactly like he did on the night Thorer first saw him. Only now he was carrying a large wooden rod with a big stone attached to it. He was also shouting out to his fellow Vikings, obviously giving them commands.

However, something was different about the way he commanded his people. He wasn't being fearfully forceful like the Night Fury had seen from Einmyria. Instead, it was like he was commanding his troops with something that looked like…respect?

But…that couldn't be possible. He was a Viking. Vikings only understand rage. But if that were true, they why were the other Vikings following him like he was a great leader?

On top that, instead of charging in and challenging the strong Viking, the dragons seemed to be avoiding him, as if they didn't want to challenge him. That didn't seem to make any sense. Surely, he had to be the Viking the Queen wanted to get rid of, he fits the profile of a dangerous Viking and everything.

So…why were the dragons avoiding him?

"Night Fury!" a deep voice suddenly snapped.

Thorer jerked out of his trance and shook his head. He looked over to see Fray hovering beside him.

"Take out their outer defenses!" the Monstrous Nightmare harshly ordered. "And don't come into contact with any humans!"

"Why not?!" Thorer replied with a spike of annoyance in his voice.

"Because if you do, the Queen will have us all for dinner!" Fray roared. "Now get in there!"

Thorer just shot a scowl at Fray before whipping his body around and flying a good distance away from the village, preparing himself to charge. Once he was far enough away, he changed direction and shot back toward the Viking settlement at a blazing speed, his gazed fixed on a large wooden pillar standing on the edge of a cliff. As he drew closer, he gathered up the violet flames in the back of his throat. Once he was close, he released the attack and it hit the pillar with incredible precision.

The thing began to topple over and every single Viking on it took a leap of faith to avoid the debris that was now showering down on them.

Thorer repeated his task three more times on the different wooden pillars station on the edge of the village. Once he had completed his task, he retreated back into the shadows of the night and perched himself on the decorative stones that were sticking up out of the sea. There, he watched the rest of the raid unfold.

However, what Thorer didn't notice was that the sound his intense speed gave off had attracted the attention of a little Viking boy. The child opened a wooden wall of his cave and rushed outside. He immediately began to scan the black sky for any sign of the Night Fury.

In doing so, he also exposed himself.

So as Thorer perched on the statues, he suddenly heard Fray shout out to the others dragons:

"THERE'S THE VIKING! GET HIM!"

At the sound of the command, a few dragons stopped gathering food and turned their attention to the Viking the Monstrous Nightmare had directed them to. Among them, Thorer could see Gerda flying into action. The Night Fury then looked in the direction they were heading to see what kind of Viking they were targeting.

When he saw who it was, he became shocked and dumbfounded.

It was a child, but not just any child. It was the same boy that Thorer had seen the night before he became imprisoned in the nest.

That scrawny boy, who didn't look as if he could lift or swing a decent sized stone, was the Viking the Queen feared?

Thorer blinked a few times to register this rather anti-climatic revelation. All of his expectations were just shattered in this instance, leaving him absolutely flabbergasted.

What is so terrifying about this skinny little boy?

The Night Fury watched as a regiment of dragons closed in the little boy. The child made a noise that sounded something like a scream and attempted to escape. However, the dragons chased him into a corner of a rock wall. Thorer watched intensely as the boy tripped over his own feet and fell to the ground. He managed to flip himself over in time to see the dragons prowling towards him. The boy backed away from the dragons until he had hit the wall behind him. He then curled up into a ball, shielding his head.

Just as the dragons were about to deliver a fatal blow, three large Vikings came in and began to drive them off. One of them Thorer recognized as the leader of the Vikings, the other was one that appeared to have a disfigured leg and hand, and the third had a pretty sarcastic grim look about him.

Thorer watched as the three Vikings drove the dragons away from the little boy. Suddenly, one of the Vikings pulled out one of those things that had three balls tied together and threw it at Gerda. The Gronkle was too large to dodge the attack. As a result, she became entangled in the brown vines.

"GERDA!" Thorer shouted.

"FALL BACK!" Fray commanded. "WE HAVE ENOUGH FOOD FOR THE QUEEN! LET'S GO!"

With the orders given, every dragon gathered up what food they could grab and began to fly away, leaving Gerda behind.

"WAIT!" Thorer shouted as the dragons began to fly away. "GERDA'S STILL BACK THERE! SHE NEEDS HELP!"

That was it! Whether the Queen would like it or not, Thorer was going to rescue that Gronkle! Even if it meant exposing himself to the Vikings in the process!

However, just as the Night Fury attempted to fly back towards the island, Fray and another Monstrous Nightmare swooped in and grabbed him by the tail and the base of his neck. Thorer struggled and snarled, trying to break free, but it was no use. Their grip was too strong.

"LET ME GO!" Thorer shouted angrily. "GERDA'S IN TROUBLE! WE CAN'T JUST LEAVE HER!"

"We have no choice!" Fray snapped, his voice having a small hint of regret. "It's the rule of the nest: any dragon who falls behind is left behind!"

"WHAT?!"

"Just keep you mouth shut, Night Fury! Gerda's fate has been sealed and there's nothing you can do! We're going back and that's final!"

With his strength spent, Thorer grudgingly gave up the fight of trying to break free. In lowered his head sadly and looked back up to see Gerda being bound and dragged away by the Vikings. A horrible pain began to reopen inside his heart, making him grimace.

Was this the fate of all the dragons of the nest: to sacrifice themselves because of the commands of a tyrant?

If that was true, then did that mean that Gerda would face the same fate as her cousin?


	10. Chapter 10: Confusion

**Confusion**

Tired, downhearted, and confused, Thorer lay curled up in the back of his cave. His stomach growled and clenched with hunger, but he didn't seem to have the strength, or even the desire, to go and get something to eat. His chest felt so heavy, like there was a boulder inside of it, and it was weighing him down.

Not to mention, his head was aching terrible. It started to hurt when he and the other dragons were returning back to the nest, just on the outside of the mist barrier. It was almost like some invisible force was trying to penetrate his brain.

However, the headache didn't stop the bombardment of questions racing through his mind.

Why did the dragons just leave Gerda at the mercy of those…creatures? Was it because they were so fearful disobeying their "Queen" that they just left one Gronckle to be slaughtered so Einmyria could get her meal? Why? She didn't care about them, so why should they care about her?

Why do those poor dragons even stay here? Couldn't they just fly away? It was like something was forcing them to stay here. It was almost as if they were almost completely oblivious to the very idea of "freedom".

But if that was so, why was Thorer the only one who could sense that something was wrong in this place? Or…did the others sense it, but were just too frightened of Einmyria to speak up?

Aside from the questions regarding the nest, Thorer couldn't get the questions he had about the little Viking he saw in the village out of his mind.

That boy was as skinny as a twig, and showed to cower in the face of a dragon, yet Einmyria wanted that Viking dead. But why? He didn't show much of being a threat. So why did she want that Viking to be eliminated so badly?

Although Thorer couldn't understand why, he figured that it must have something to do with the fact that the monstrous Queen of the nest didn't want the Night Fuy to come into contact with any of the Vikings on that village. For one thing, all the dragons seemed to go out of their way to keep Thorer at a distance during the raid. And secondly, when he confronted Gerda about it, she never gave him a straight answer.

But why? Why was everyone being so secretive around him?

The only thing Thorer could think of was that this all had something to do with some prophecy he apparently didn't know about until a few suns ago when he confronted Skagi for the final time. After all, that evil Skrill hunted Thorer for two years because it. And it was the whole reason why his race had been wiped out.

Thorer had no doubt that he had something to do with this prophecy, but he still didn't know what it was all about. What was this prophecy? What did it have to do with him and a Viking?

Nothing made sense anymore.

"Father, mother," the Night Fury whispered in a weak voice, "I don't know what to do anymore. I know you're trying to tell me something, but I don't know what it is. Please help me."

Soon after Thorer whispered those words, he heard the sound of paw-steps approaching. He slowly turned his head and saw a blue and yellow Deadly Nadder named Kari approaching him. She carried in her mouth two medium-sized Icelandic cod. Thorer had gotten used to seeing her doing this, as she was the dragon who primarily took care of him while he was recovering from his injuries.

Although he would never say it out loud, she was the only dragon he actually liked seeing in this horrible nest. She never looked at him with contempt or annoyance, and she respected his loner behavior. It was only on rare occasions that she would stay behind to strike up a conversation. They didn't last very long, but they did give Thorer a small sense of company.

When she reached Thorer, Kari lowered her head and put the catches of fish directly in front of his face.

"I thought you might be hungry," she said in a caring voice.

"Thanks." Thorer mumbled.

The Night Fury shifted his position slightly and began to eat up the fish that was in front of him. It was only then that he realized just how hungry he was. Every time he would swallow one fish, his stomach would seem to beg for more.

Unfortunately, his hunger wasn't satisfied by the small amount of fish.

Kari seemed to notice this and became a little concerned for the Night Fury.

"Do you want me to get you anything else to eat?" she asked.

"No," Thorer shook his head, "I'll be fine."

As if wanting to betray his words, the Night Fury's belly grumbled loudly, as if it was angry with him for not filling it up completely. Thorer curled up with embarrassment and scowled at his abdomen.

"You shut up!" he snapped.

Kari couldn't help but giggle, thinking that Thorer was just being silly. However, she immediately stopped when he shot a harsh glare at her.

"Oh, sorry," she quickly apologized. "It's just…I've never seen anyone have a sense of humor like that."

"It wasn't supposed to be funny." Thorer growled. "But it's better then just keeping all my frustration inside. If I can't talk back to Einmyria, then I can at least talk back to by own body."

Kari gave a small, sympathetic frown at that statement while Thorer just turned away.

What he just said sounded extremely pitiful and he knew it. In a nest where dragons weren't even allowed to speak their minds without facing severe repercussions from a horrible monster, the only way they could get their anger and frustration out was by trash talking themselves. Thorer knew that it was only a matter of time before this accursed place would drive him to complete insanity.

"This place," he snarled. "Why do you all even stay here? Don't you know that there's something evil here?"

Kari stared back at Thorer for a moment with a worried expression, as if she did have something to say about the manner, but was too afraid to speak it. The Night Fury gave a small expression of surprised realization. There was no doubt that even she knew that there was something evil here.

But then…why did she still choose to stay here?

The Nadder then looked over her shoulder to the entrance of the cavern before lowering her head down to the Night Fury's.

"Yes, in all honesty," she whispered. "But…what can we do about it? This is the only place we have to go to. There isn't another island like this for miles around. Besides, we can't leave here even if we wanted to."

"Why not?" Thorer asked. "Can't you just fly away and find a new home? There are lots of islands around here and…"

"Einmyria controls us!" Kari interrupted, her voice sounding like she was full of despair. "We can't escape her mind control no matter how hard we try! That's why we are always drawn back here! And if we try to resist, her control only gets harder to escape! We can't escape, Thorer! We're trapped!"

Thorer's eyes widened when the Nadder said that. That was probably the most horrible and vile thing he had ever heard since he came to the nest.

These poor dragons, they were all slaves to a control-freak, one that had no mercy or conscience. That monster was only concerned with how strong they were to serve her. And every day, they lived under the fear of her taking control of their minds. Or worse: devouring them alive.

They didn't choose to stay here; they were being _forced_ to stay in this devilish place!

"None of us can resist her control." Kari solemnly stated. "I'm sure you've experienced it by now. That's what caused of all your memory blanks."

Upon hearing that last statement, Thorer looked back up at Kari with a bewildered face.

"What memory blanks?" he asked.

"Huh?" Kari looked at the Night Fury with surprise. "You mean you haven't been experiencing memory blanks?"

Thorer shook his head. "The worst I felt is a massive headache. I mean it does feel like something's trying to penetrate my brain, but it never quite gets through. As a result, I just get a bad headache. But I've haven't had any "memory blanks"."

After Thorer has said those words, Kari stared at him with a kind of mystified shock.

"You _are_ the one!" she said in a hushed whispered.

Thorer jolted up when he heard the Nadder say that.

"What did you say?!" he said harshly.

"N-Nothing!" Kari quickly stuttered, her expression suddenly morphing into utter terror.

"Kari!" Thorer snarled out of confrontation. "You know something, don't you?! I'm not stupid! I know that there's a prophecy that involves me! I've been hunted my whole life because of it! Everyone seems to know what it is except for me! Please tell me: what is this prophecy?!"

"Thorer!" Kari desperately screeched.

The Night Fury stepped back as the Nadder raised her voice. She looked around the cavern with a fearful expression, trying to see if anyone had heard the conversation that had just taken place.

Although there was no dragon to be seen, she still looked very uneasy.

She then turned backed to Thorer with a hint of regret in her eyes.

"Listen," she whispered, "speaking of that prophecy is forbidden in this nest. If the Queen ever found out I said anything, she'll…"

Kari shuddered with fear as the thought of her possible fate haunted her mind.

"So please," she continued, pleading, "don't bring it up again. As far as you're concerned, you know nothing about it."

"But…"

"Please, Thorer." Kari begged. "For both our sakes, just leave it alone."

For a moment, Thorer just glared at Kari. Once again, the threat of Einmyria eliminating anyone who defied her had prevented the Night Fury from getting any answers.

Still, he couldn't blame Kari from living in fear and wanting to survive. She had lived in this place longer than him, so she knew better than him of the other terrors that monster of a Queen could commit.

Begrudgingly, he agreed to Kari's plea.

"Fine," he grumbled. "We never had this conversation."

Kari let out a deeply relieved sigh. "Thank you, Thorer."

Thorer didn't respond.

Kari then turned around and walked out of the Night Fury's den, casting only one last regretful look back at him before rounding the corner and disappearing.

Once again, Thorer lay back down on the stone floor and curled up into a ball. Only now, he was more confused and discouraged than ever. Even more questions were racing through his mind, and it made him frustrated. For now he knew that as long as he stayed in this horrid nest, he would never get the answers he longed for. He desperately wanted to escape this place and find the answers to his questions, but he had a feeling that Einmyria would only stop him if he even tried. And that could end either terribly, or REALLY terribly.

The fact was plain and simple: he was trapped.

Just the mere thought of that caused an unbearable amount of despair to quickly grow inside of Thorer's heart.

"I guess there's no point in me knowing about some prophecy anyway," he mumbled to himself, miserably. "Whatever it is, it probably won't be fulfilled now. I'm just a slave to this monster's nest. I just need to accept it."

With that awful thought in his mind, Thorer closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep, wanting to end the night.


	11. Chapter 11: Downed

**Downed**

_Two years later…_

* * *

><p><em>Thorer snarled and snapped viciously at the large number of muscular, purplish phantom Vikings closing in around him. Their sticks with sharp rocks on the end jabbed at him, making him back away. He spread his wings out, trying to make himself look large and threatening, and hoping it would be enough to deter these creatures.<em>

_But they didn't seem to notice. Their faces, ghostly and terrifying, showed nothing but rage and a lust for blood. They were all shouting in what seemed to be a mixture of hollers and shouts. It didn't feel like a language at all. They were just mindless killers._

_Pretty soon, Thorer had backed up against a rock wall. Feeling his panic rising, he spread his wings out and attempted to fly away as fast as he could. However, just a few moments after he lifted off the ground, something came up from behind him and entangled itself around his body, forcing his wings to fold up against his body. He let out a terrified roar as he fell back towards the earth. He landed on the ground with a painful "BOOM" and looked up to see the Vikings swarming around him again. Only now they seemed to be laughing manically at the dragon's helplessness._

_"NO!" the Night Fury shouted out of desperation. "STAY AWAY FROM ME!"_

_The Vikings ignored his plea._

_One Viking, the largest of the group, stepped forward and drew a long, shiny object that was sharpened to a deadly perfection. An eerie light on the object glisten across Thorer's eyes as the man got closer and closer, reminding the bound dragon that his fate depended entirely on the point of that weapon._

_The Night Fury squirmed with all the strength he had to try and get free. A voice his head kept screaming at him to get free, or else these creatures would kill him._

_But the entanglement was too strong._

_He was trapped._

_Thorer looked up with horror as the burly Viking stopped just a few inches away from him._

_"I'm going to kill you, Night Fury," the voice of the Viking sound like it was dead. "Then I'm going to cut out your heart and take it back to the village."_

_At that statement, Thorer's blood ran icy cold. His heart…cut out? That was the worse threat had ever heard in his life. The Night Fury became so frightened he even couldn't let out a single whimper._

_He didn't want to die like that, but right now his fate rested entirely at the tip of that polished rock._

_As the large Viking raise his weapon, and poised it to strike Thorer's rapidly beating heart, a small voice that sounded like it belonged to a young male shouted above the jeering crowd of Vikings._

_"STOP! LEAVE HIM ALONE!"_

_At the sound of that voice, all the Vikings and Thorer looked over in the direction it came from. To the Night Fury's surprise, it came from another Viking. However, unlike the Vikings surrounding him, he wasn't just a dark shape like a phantom, he looked very much real. He also was very small compared to the others._

_Thorer's eyes widened in shock and his pupils turned to slits when he recognized this Viking. It the boy from the Viking village he had been raiding for two years, the one that all the dragons of the nest had been trying to eliminate._

_The young boy was running up through the crowd, pushing and shoving as hard as he could to get through. Despite his size, he was making good progress on getting through the crowd quickly._

_His forest green eyes were locked right onto Thorer's with a look of desperation. When he had reached the center of the circle, he reached out his hand toward Thorer, looking as if he wanted to reach him. However, before he made contact with the dragon, the boy was yanked away by one two large Vikings._

_"NO!" the boy pleaded, his eyes wide with terror. "PLEASE! DON'T HURT HIM!"_

_The others paid no heed to the boy._

_Out of the corner of his eye, Thorer saw something flash. He turned his head just in time to see the shiny weapon with the deadly point plunge straight into his chest. He let out a horrified and painful howl as the cold polished rock pierced right through his heart._

_"NOOOOO!" the boy cried._

* * *

><p>Thorer snapped his eyes opened and jolted up from his place. He panted heavily and his whole body shivered uncontrollably. He looked sharply around to see where he was. To his semi-relief, he found that he was back in his cave in the dragon nest.<p>

He then immediately began to look over himself. There was no sign of anything entangling him. He then looked down at his chest, half-expecting to see a horrible gash in it from where the Viking's weapon had stabbed him. There was nothing there, not even a little scar.

Thorer then raised his left paw to this chest. He let out a deeply relieved sigh when he felt his precious heart beating inside it, although it was beating rather very fast out of near-traumatic fear.

"It was just a nightmare," the Night Fury told himself. "Get a grip, Thorer. It was just a nightmare."

Still, as much as he tried to calm himself down, Thorer couldn't shake the horrible feeling the dream left him with. Everything about it felt so real. The terror, the pain, and atmosphere of it all felt like it was all really happening.

_"Although I should be used to it by now,"_ he thought to himself.

Ever since the night of first raid, Thorer had been getting the worst nightmares imaginable. Well, maybe not every night. There were some nights when he would have no dreams at all.

But he couldn't recall a single good dream ever since his first raid.

They were all nightmares that were so terrifying that even a fearless Night Fury would wake up with icy cold blood running through his veins. And even if he couldn't remember the dream when he woke up, he knew that it was a nightmare because of the way he felt the moment he opened his eyes and the vision faded away. He would wake up feeling shaken and numb, like all his organs had turned into ice inside of him.

However, this nightmare was different from the rest. While the others felt like vague dreams that would eventually fade away, this one didn't do the same thing. It was more like a fevered dream that refused to go away.

And the part that was the most vivid still was the part about the boy.

That little boy from the village known as Berk; he somehow always managed to worm his way into Thorer's dreams.

Thorer had seen that scrawny human more than once when he was out on the raids. He always seemed to show up whenever Thorer flew over the island. But because he was so small, Thorer wouldn't even see him unless he was looking for him. The poor human was always being chased by the dragons of the nest whenever he stepped out into the open and got spotted by them.

For reasons that Thorer couldn't understand, he felt sorry for the little Viking whenever he saw him in danger, which puzzled him greatly.

Normally, Thorer wouldn't take any notice of a creature that would be considered to be weak. But for some weird reason that he couldn't understand, he couldn't get this boy out of his head. The little Viking would always show up in the dragon's nightmares, and he would always speak out in Thorer's defense.

But why? Why did this boy always appear in his dreams? And why did he always come to defend the dragon? He was a Viking. He and Thorer were sworn enemies. Originally, Thorer would just pass this off as his dreams playing tricks on him, but with this happening so constantly, he was starting to change his mind about what he was seeing.

Thorer had heard that some dragons could get visions of what was to come. Was it possible that he was one of those dragons who could get visions?

And if that was true, was he seeing…his own death? And was that boy going to have something to do with it?

* * *

><p>Thorer yawned with exhaustion as he flew around Berk, being sure to keep himself out of the fire light of the village to avoid being seen. Despite feeling tired from his lack of sleep after that haunting nightmare, he was still forced to join the other dragons on the night raid.<p>

Just like all the times before, Thorer was in charge of blowing up the outer defenses. Over two years, he developed a technique that worked to perfection every time. He would wait on the outskirts of the village for a while, then swoop in and shoot down the towers before disappearing into the darkness of the night sky again. He would then wait again before launching another surprise attack.

While he could conceal his identity from the Vikings, he couldn't conceal the sound he made when he flew in at great speed. By now, all of the Vikings were aware that the regiment of dragons now had Night Fury among them. Whenever they heard that screeching sound, someone would shout,

"NIGHT FURY!"

And all the Vikings would immediately take cover.

Over the years, Thorer had begun to pick up on the odd language that the Vikings were speaking. It was certainly different from the way that dragons spoke, but it was language all the same. Which Thorer found weird at first, considering that Vikings were suppose to mindless killing creatures.

However, the more Thorer thought about this, the more he realized since they had a language, they were even more deadly than he had previously though. That meant they weren't mindless killers; they were _cunning_ killers.

This gave Thorer another reason to keep his distance from them.

As the raid continued, Thorer swooped down and blasted another tower to bits. He was about to turn around and fly back into the shadows when he heard the sound of Kari screaming in terror.

The Night Fury whipped his head around and was horrified to see that a large net had trapped Kari along with other Deadly Nadders. The young female Nadder was struggling to get herself free, spewing out magnesium hot fire from her mouth in the process. The largest Viking, the one that humans in Berk followed as their leader, leapt up onto Kari's head and forced her to the ground.

"NO!" Thorer shouted so loudly that it echoed through the sky.

The Night Fury then turned himself around and headed back toward the village, preparing to take out another outside tower. Since he only had a small amount of time to act, he came up with an impromptu plan that bordered on stupidity.

His plan was to cause a distraction so he could quickly swoop in and at least get that net off of Kari and the other Nadders. He knew perfectly well that he was taking an enormous risk of being seen, but he couldn't bear to let his only friend die at the hands of these merciless creatures. She was more important to him than keeping his identity a secret.

He let Gerda down two years; he wasn't going to let Kari down as well.

Finally settling on this dangerous plan, Thorer swooped around and blasted another tower, making it catch fire and topple to the ground. He was about to turn around and head straight toward the captive Nadders, when he heard a sharp "POW" coming from a cliff that stretched over the sea. It was immediately followed by a swirling, clinking sound, and it was getting closer to the Night Fury by the second.

But before Thorer could even guess what it was…

_WHAP!_

Thorer let out terrified roar as one of those ropes with stones flew out of the darkness and entangled him in its netting. His whole world instantly became a large blur as he spiraled out of the sky and down toward the forest on the other side of the island. For the next few moments, he didn't know what was going on.

His massive body hit a pine tree with so much force that it split in two. At the same time, he felt a horrible pain in his tail, like some part of it had been torn off. He then slammed into the ground and slid for a few feet in the dirt before sailing down a small slope. As he fell toward the ground, he smacked his head hard on a large boulder before tumbling over onto his side, and stopping in the middle of a clearing.

The impact of his head hitting the boulder was so hard, that it knocked Thorer out instantly.

His whole world went dark and still.

* * *

><p>Meanwhile, after a narrow escape, Fray led the rest of the dragons back to the dragon nest. His snout still ached from the kicks and punches he had gotten from the leader of the Vikings.<p>

The Nightmare had seen the scrawny boy shoot Thorer down and immediately advanced on him, cursing the boy for taking down the Night Fury. However, just as he had gotten the Viking boy cornered, and was about to kill him, the strong Viking leader came out of nowhere and knocked him away.

After he had run out of fire to attack with, Fray decided to cut his losses and fled, but not before the brawny Viking landed some hard blows on his nose.

By some miracle, Kari and the two other Nadders managed to escape the net when the top of a large torch rolled down the hill and landed right in the center of the net, the fire causing the ropes to split.

The moment she was free, Kari and her fellow Nadders immediately lifted off the ground. They flew up to rejoin the rest of the dragons as they all flew away from Berk with the sun beginning to rise in the east.

Kari looked around at all of the surviving dragons, hoping to see Thorer among them. However, to her shock and despair, she didn't see him. Because of his black scales, he would easily stand out in the crowd, especially in the daylight. But he was nowhere among them.

Worried, Kari flew up to Fray, who had a deeply grim expression on his face.

"Fray!" Kari panted. "Where's Thorer?!"

"He's gone." Fray answered in a low voice.

"Wh…What do you mean gone?!" Kari gasped in horror.

"That little runt shot him down with a net and stones," the Nightmare dragon explained through gritted teeth. "He's gone. And if he's not dead now, he will be when those Vikings find him."

"Fray, we can't just leave him!" Kari protested. "We have to go back and look for him!"

"We can't, Kari!" Fray snapped. "You know Einmyria wouldn't allow it!"

"But the prophecy…" Kari's voice sounded weak.

"The prophecy is dead, Kari!" the Nightmare dragon bellowed angrily. "Face it, we're trapped and not even Thorer can save us now! He's as good as dead anyway! Now leave it alone!"

Whatever Kari was going to say next immediately died in her mouth. She sorrowfully looked back at the island vanishing in the distance and felt her heart wrench. She didn't want to leave Thorer back there, but she had no choice. She knew the motto of the nest: any dragon that falls behind is left behind. And if she disobeyed that order, there would no doubt be severe consequences.

All she could do now was hope that Thorer would somehow get out of there alive.

_"Please, Thorer,"_ she thought to herself. _"Please stay alive."_


	12. Chapter 12: Heart

**Heart**

_From the darkness of this strange limbo, a small light shone down upon Thorer. From that light, the voice of his father spoke:_

_"When the ones of destiny meet for the first time, the Viking will look on the face of the dragon, but will not strike. The dragon will resist its instincts to kill, and spare the Viking's life. In this moment, the two of them will come to realize something about each other that will alter the future for both man and dragons."_

* * *

><p>The remnants of the dream didn't fade as Thorer began to come around.<p>

However, he wasn't exactly thinking about them either.

For at that moment, he heard the sound of footsteps approaching him. They drew nervously closer, pausing from time to time. They were too light to belong to a large dragon, but were also too heavy to belong to something as small as a Terrible Terror.

Unsure of what was approaching him, Thorer laid perfectly still. He mustered up all of self-control to not breathe or even open his eyes until he was sure of what was coming.

When the footsteps were stopped about a yard away from him, he heard a voice. Only it wasn't the voice of any dragon he knew.

And the language wasn't that of a dragon, but Thorer could still understand it.

"Oh wow," it spoke in the tone of a young male. "I-I did it."

The voice then became excited and drew closer to Thorer, making the dragon's suppressing panic rise even more.

"Oh, I did it! Th-This fixes everything! Yes! I have brought down this mighty beast…!"

It was then that Thorer felt a foot plant itself firmly on his left forearm. The moment the Night Fury felt it, his nerve broke and he jerked his arm forward, knocking the stranger away.

**"Don't touch me!"** Thorer growled nervously.

The creature stumbled back up against a rock as it realized that the Night Fury was still alive and panted heavily.

Knowing that he was caught, Thorer began to take in deep, rigid breaths, causing his body to inflate and deflate noticeably. Thorer then heard the footprints approach him again in a staggering manner.

He then slowly raised his head, hesitated for a moment, and opened his eyes.

His worst fear had been realized.

Standing beside Thorer, with a small but sharp, polished stone in its hands, was a Viking. And not just any Viking, it was the scrawny boy that Einmyria wanted dead.

When the boy saw that the dragon's eyes were open, he looked at him with an expression that looked like nervousness. His hands shivered for a moment before he glanced away from the dragon's face and moved the pointed stone, aiming it right at Thorer's chest.

Thorer couldn't speak he was so frightened. All he could do was let out a deep, guttural moan. The boy looked back at Thorer's eyes for a moment with a strange look on his face. If Thorer wasn't staring death in the face and had more time to process the detail in the Viking's expression, he would say that this boy looked sympathetic.

But Thorer's eye was fixed on the point on the shiny blade. He knew that in this very moment, his fate rested entirely on its sharp edges.

Then, to Thorer's horror, the boy took several shuddered breaths and his face changed from sympathetic to determined. While he lacked the ferocity in his eyes, he still showed that he wanted to do what he came here to do.

"I'm going kill you dragon," the boy whispered, his voice sounding a little darker than before. "Then I…I'm going cut out your heart and take it to my father."

As he said that, the boy turned the stone in his hands around so that it was now pointing down at Thorer's chest, directly at the dragon's ever-beating heart!

"I'm a Viking," the boy said to himself before shouting at the Night Fury. "I'm a VIKING!"

**"No!"** Thorer said in the tongue of a dragon. **"No, please!"**

But Thorer knew that his pleas were of no use. The boy couldn't understand him and he knew it.

The boy took a deep breath and raised the stone high above his head, ready to drive it into Thorer's rapidly beating heart. However, instead of striking, he opened his eyes just a bit and looked back down at the dragon.

For the first time, the eyes of the Night Fury and Viking met.

If Thorer weren't so afraid at the time, he would've been surprised to see the Viking give him a compassionate look for a moment.

However, the Viking quickly looked away and prepared to strike.

_"This is the end."_ Thorer thought to himself as he let his head fall back down onto the ground.

Bound and frightened, Thorer surrendered himself to his inevitable fate. He took in large gulps of air, expecting any one of them to be his last. His left paw resting on his chest, just a little ways above his heart, felt the organ beating for what he thought would be its last few beats.

But the knife never pierced through him.

_"What's he waiting for?"_ Thorer thought agonizingly. _"Why doesn't he just get it over with?"_

It was then that Thorer heard the boy say something in a mournful tone.

"I did this."

It was then, like a sudden hit to the head, that Thorer remembered how he got into this situation in the first place.

He was shot out of the sky by rope and stones last night. That netting had to have been thrown by a Viking.

So…it was this boy who shot the Night Fury out of the sky? This little boy who couldn't lift a large boulder shot a mighty dragon like Thorer out of the sky? How did he do it?

As Thorer was thinking about this, he suddenly heard a strange sawing sound and felt a tug on the ropes bounding him. His eyes snapped open and he looked over to see the little boy cutting the ropes that entangled him. Each time the Viking severed a cord, the bonds on Thorer became looser.

Just what exactly was this little Viking doing?

_"Well,"_ Thorer thought savagely, _"whatever he's doing, I hope he realizes that he's dead!"_

Indeed, Thorer's fear quickly changed to blazing anger as the Viking continued to cut away at the ropes. This boy tried to kill him. He downed him and everything. And for what? Just so he could get the dragon's heart? Why? Why did that matter to the Viking? Was it because Vikings only had hearts of stone? So they go after dragons to get their hearts?

Whatever the reason was, Thorer didn't care at the moment.

All he wanted right now was to kill this heartless Viking!

The second the boy cut the last of Thorer's ropes, the Night Fury aggressively whipped around and lunged toward the scrawny human.

**"YOU'RE MINE!"** Thorer roared viciously.

The boy jumped back Thorer advanced on him. Before the boy had the chance to escape, Thorer slammed his right paw down the little Viking's chest and pinned him to the ground, making the human hit his head on the large boulder. The boy's chest heaved as he took in two large gasps of air. He then looked up at the dragon in absolute terror and whimpered.

Now was Thorer's chance. Now was his chance to kill the one who downed him. Now was his chance to blast him with fire, tear him to shreds with his claws and teeth, or crush under his paw. This boy was no match against him now. And there were no other Vikings around to save him.

This Viking was as good as dead.

However, the second Thorer pinned the boy down, he stopped. In an instant, he found himself unable to do anything. Every instinct in his head was screaming at him to kill the boy, but his body refused to obey. It was like another voice louder than all the over voices, was calling out to him:

**_"Don't do it!"_**

In his hesitation, Thorer saw something that surprised him.

The boy he had trapped under his paw looked frightened.

Never before had Thorer seen a Viking show fear. But this scrawny, frail boy had it painted on his face as clear as day. Thorer also felt the boy's body shivering violently.

This human was defiantly frightened.

But why? Why was he showing this emotion? Vikings weren't supposed to show any emotion except rage and hatred. And this didn't seem to be an imitation at all.

It was then that Thorer felt something.

That something was a rapid fluttering under his paw that had the boy pinned down.

_"What…"_ the dragon thought.

Thorer tightened his claws on the boy's shoulders and pressed down a little harder on his chest, making the Viking squirm and release a shuddered moan. However, Thorer didn't pay attention to that. He was more interested in what he was feeling from inside this boy.

He soon realized that what he felt wasn't just any fluttering.

It was a steady beat.

One beat followed by another in rapid succession was coming from inside this little human. It was the exact same kind of beat the dragon felt in his own chest.

Thorer's eyes widened slightly when, in a single moment of clarity, he suddenly realized what it was.

It was a _heartbeat!_

**"That's impossible!"** Thorer snarled.

Although dragon's face didn't show it, this revelation was mind-blowing. This wasn't like when he saw the boy two summers ago. He couldn't pass this off as an imitation of emotions. He couldn't even deny it. This was real. What he was feeling within this boy's chest was real.

This boy didn't have a heart of stone! He wasn't heartless at all!

This little Viking had a heart that _beats!_

But he was a Viking: a slayer of dragons. Thorer couldn't let him go, his kind would not allow it.

He _should_ kill him.

Thorer reared back, bearing his teeth. The boy flinched and braced himself for his end. Thorer got prepared to dismember this creature.

However, at the very last second, a voice from inside him seemed to shout:

**_"NOOOOOOO!"_**

At the very last second, Thorer mind suddenly changed.

Instead of following his instincts and killing the Viking, Thorer landed hard on the ground and roared angrily in the boy's ear. He then immediately turned around sharply and darted off into the forest, leaving the trembling Viking behind, completely unharmed.

The moment Thorer attempted to fly away, he suddenly felt lopsided. He crashed into a nearby rock and sailed down into the cove beneath him. He flapped his wings desperately to get altitude, but something didn't feel right. He couldn't get his balance. No matter what he tried, he just found himself falling to the ground.

The Night Fury finally made contact with the earth with a painful "BOOM". He winced and groaned as the impact sent a shockwave of pain through his body, rattling his internal organs. He shifted his position slightly and slowly lifted himself up. He then shook himself to get rid of all the dirt.

However, as he flicked his tail, something felt wrong.

Feeling a small notion of fear for what he might see, Thorer slowly turned his head around to look at his tail.

To his opened-mouth horror, he saw that his whole left tail fin had been completely torn off!

Without that left tail fin, Thorer wouldn't be able to get off the ground!

He was trapped in this cove!

* * *

><p>As night began to slowly creep in, Thorer found a small cave that was nestled under the great roots of a tall tree growing up the side of the walls of the cove. The moment he reached the back of it, he collapsed onto the dirt floor, too exhausted to warm up the place where he was going to lie down to sleep.<p>

All of the events of the day had left Thorer feeling completely drained of energy. He had escaped death from a creature that belonged to a race that was always known to go for the kill, he resisted his instincts to kill the Viking and let him go instead, and had a horrible shock in realizing that his left tail fin had been severed from the rest of him, rendering him flightless.

However, the biggest shocker that the Night Fury encountered that day was that he discovered that the so-called "heartless" Viking, who had set him free, was not heartless at all. Even now, he could still feel that little beating heart in the Viking's chest, as if that boy was still pinned under his right paw.

"This doesn't make any sense," the dragon whispered, looking at his right paw.

As much as he wanted to sort out his confusion, Thorer was too exhausted to do so. He slowly closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep. But even in his dreams, he couldn't stop thinking about that little Viking boy.

Just who was he?

And more importantly: who was he to Thorer?


	13. Chapter 13: Boy

**Boy**

As Thorer slept through the night, he had a dream that was different from all the others that he had had during his imprisonment at the dragon nest. In fact, it was the first pleasant dream he had in over two years.

It was a memory of his distant past twelve years ago. Even after all those years, that memory that had remained hidden in the back of his mind slowly came flooding back to him as he slept.

* * *

><p><em>On a cool autumn afternoon, little Thorer and his mother walked along the shores of their little island home. Thorer's father, Alva, had gone off to catch some food for his family, so Dagna decided to take Thorer out of the cave for a small walk.<em>

_After a while, the two Night Furies stopped on the golden sandy beach to gaze out over the ocean. The sun had begun to set, painting the sky with peach, red, and yellow colors. Thin clouds gently floated across the sky like little pieces of sea foam that had been taken up into the heavens._

_As Thorer looked out over the rolling waves of the sea, his head began to swim with countless questions. Being just two years old, the little dragon was naturally curious about many things. He wanted to know so much about the world, and he wanted to know now._

_However, only one question escaped his thoughts that day. He wasn't sure why he chose this question; it was just the first thing that came out of his mouth._

_"Mom," he said innocently in a little squeaky voice, "why is the heart so important?"_

_Dagna looked down at her son._

_"I mean," the little Night Fury continued, "why do we dragons consider it to be something so important? Isn't the brain important, too? What about claws and jaws? Dad told me that we need those in order to hunt."_

_Almost immediately after Thorer said that, his stomach gave a light grumble. This gave him another thing to add to the list._

_"And what about our tummy?" he said, placing a paw against his midsection. "Don't we need that to eat? Why is the heart considered more important than anything else?"_

_Dagna gave a small laugh of amusement. It wasn't the question itself that was funny, just the way Thorer phrased it. He was still at that age where he couldn't help but speak his mind._

_"Hmm, that is a very good question." Dagna said thoughtfully. "And what you said is very true. Let me think."_

_Dagna pondered over the question for a moment or two. Thorer cocked his head with impatience as he felt like she was taking her time to come up with an answer._

_Finally, Dagna took a deep breath and said, "Well, the best way I can describe it is that it's a sign of life. Whenever you hear the beating of a heart, you know that the soul is alive and capable of feeling. For it is only when we truly feel that we are really alive. _

_"And when you usually feel strong emotions, whether it's happiness, sorrow, anger, or even scared, you feel them the most in your heart. But the greatest of all of these is the capability to express and feel love."_

_Thorer's big green eyes lit up with curiosity as his mother spoke._

_"Love?" he said naïvely. "You mean like how you and dad love me? Or how I love you and dad? Or how you and dad love each other?"_

_"Exactly." Dagna nodded. "And love comes in many forms. For example, the way I love your father is different than the way I love you. That is not to say that one is better than the other, because you both are very precious to me. It's just that the way I love you is different than how I love your father."_

_"But how do you know when you love someone?" Thorer asked. "Do you just feel it?"_

_"Well, yes and no." Dagna replied. "Remember, even emotions can cloud your thinking. There will be times when you think you love someone, but it is just a passing feeling."_

_Thorer blinked._

_"But," Dagna continued, "if you want to know if you truly love someone, think of these three questions. Do you genuinely care about someone and their well-being and not just your own? Are you willing to put their best interests before your own, even when there's nothing in it for you? And are you willing risk even your very life to protect them, even if it means sacrificing yourself? If all three of these are answered, then that's when you know it's true love."_

_Thorer was entranced by his mother's words, even though he barely understood most of what she was saying. Just the way she sounded so wise, and the way she looked so dignified, she felt like she was some ancient force with all the knowledge of the world. The words she spoke, and the way she wove them together, captivated the little dragon._

_Eventually, Dagna let out a deep breath and smiled down at her son._

_"It's getting late," she said softly. "And your father should be back at the cave by now. We should get going."_

_Thorer gave a little gummy smile and nodded his head. "Okay, mom."_

_With that, the two Night Furies began to walk back down the path they had taken before._

* * *

><p>Meanwhile, in the small village of Berk, a young boy named Hiccup, who was the same boy that Thorer had encountered in the forest, was leaning against the inside of the front door of his house, quivering violently. He breathed hard and heavy as he tried to steady the rapid and fearful beating of his heart.<p>

For what happened just a few minutes ago was something that scared him just as much as that Night Fury did earlier that same day, if not more so.

When he returned to his house after his terrifying encounter from that mighty dragon in the forest, his father, Stoick the Vast, confronted him. The chief of the tribe told his son that he would be participating in the dragon training sessions that began in the morning. As much as Hiccup tried to protest that he didn't want to fight dragons anymore, his father didn't seem to listen.

So as a result, Hiccup reluctantly gave into his father's deal.

Stoick then left Hiccup alone in the house as he began to assemble some members of his tribe to the boats. This expedition was going to be an attempt to find the dragon's nest and destroy it.

However, on this particular night, Stoick shouldn't have left Hiccup alone for more than five seconds. For what he didn't know was that hidden in the shadows of the village, waiting to strike, were two dragons.

One was a Monstrous Nightmare, the other a Deadly Nadder.

Right now, their gaze was locked right onto the house that Stoick just walked out of. But it wasn't the chief they were after. Their target was inside the house. Unbeknownst to any of the Vikings in the village, they were sent by the Queen of their nest to assassinate a Viking.

And that Viking in question…was Hiccup.

* * *

><p>"I don't believe this!" Fray snarled indignantly, still keeping his voice as low as he could. "Thorer's gone! Why do we have to go on this mission anyway?! The prophecy is dead and everybody knows it!"<p>

"Einmyria said she didn't want to take any chances." Kari replied sadly, still missing her Night Fury friend. "I guess she just wants to make sure the job is finished."

"If you ask me it's a waste of time!" Fray snorted.

"But it was better than the alternative," the Nadder added.

Fray looked at Kari, unable to argue with her statement. This was a little better than the alternative, which was being eaten alive on the spot by Einmyria. Indeed, an assassination mission sounded more promising than having a slow, painful, and unpleasant death.

"You're right," the Nightmare dragon grumbled. "And frankly, I would like to sink my teeth into the flesh of that little horror for all the trouble he's put us through!"

"Let's just get it over with." Kari said. "The sooner we kill the Viking the sooner we can get out of here."

Fray sharply nodded and the two dragons began to creep towards the house.

* * *

><p>Shortly after Stoick had left, Hiccup began to hear scratching noise coming from the back door of his house. It made him jump and whip around in terror. He gripped the axe that his father had given to him only moments ago and tried to lift it up. However, it was a little to heavy for him to handle.<p>

Still he felt a little more secure knowing that he at least had a weapon in his hands.

"W-Who's there?!" he called out, trying to sound as threatening as he could.

The scratching noise continued. Hiccup took a step back, looking over his shoulder toward the front door.

"Snotlout, is that you?!" the boy shouted.

The back door began to rattle as something for the outside started to bang on it.

"O-Okay Snotlout, you win!" the boy stuttered, laughing a little hysterically in the process. "You got me! You can stop now!"

Hiccup would've been lucky if it was just Snotlout playing a scaring prank on him. For what was behind his door was something much worse.

The next thing the little Viking knew, the back door burst open and the horrifying image of two angry dragons appeared. Their eyes looked at him with one unmistakable intention.

To kill.

A scream managed to escape Hiccup's mouth as he stumbled around and ran toward the front door just as the two dragons struggled to get in through the back door. He almost lost his balance as the axe he was carrying made him falter for a second. He couldn't help but drop it as he made a mad-dash toward his only chance of escape.

The two dragons caught the line of his retreat and immediately went to head him off.

* * *

><p>At the same time, back in the cove, Thorer snapped his eyes open with a start.<p>

It was still nighttime, and the moon was still shining strongly in the sky. This indicated that Thorer had only been asleep for about an hour or two.

He had been sleeping soundly before, but now he was fully awake, which was strange. It wasn't like he was having a nightmare that scared the living daylights out of him. It was something else.

He felt like there was danger nearby.

He slowly got up and arched his back, snarling in to the blackness of the night. His eyes gleamed a menacing green and his pupils went to narrow slits. He sniffed the air to see where the danger was coming from. But to his utter bewilderment, he didn't smell anything that posed as a threat. He didn't even hear anything. His eyes darted around the area but he didn't see anything, not even the slightest movement of something that would be sneaking up on him to do him harm.

He was perfectly safe.

So why did he feel like he was in danger?

* * *

><p>It wasn't long before the news of dragons in the village spread to all Vikings faster than wildfire.<p>

It even reached the docks before Stoick and his army of warriors could set out. The moment the chief of Berk heard that his son's life was in danger, he set out back to the village faster than anyone could say, "Oh, for Thor's sake".

Hiccup was in a state of near panic as he raced away from the two pursuing dragons. He wasn't a stranger to being attacked by dragons, but that was generally during an all out raid. This was first time he had ever had a surprise attack like this. He could hear the two dragons racing around the house after him.

_"What's going on?!"_ he thought to himself, completely terrified. _"What do they want?!"_

The Deadly Nadder was the first to reach Hiccup. She leapt into the air and pounced on him like a cat pouncing onto a mouse. Hiccup fell to the ground with a painful "THUD" and looked up in terror at the dragon's face. His heart seemed to melt inside his chest as the Deadly Nadder moved in for the kill. Hiccup closed his eyes tightly, bracing himself for the final attack.

But the Nadder seemed to have paused.

What was she waiting for? Why didn't she just get it over with?

If Hiccup had his eyes open and could see the dragon's face, he would've seen that the Deadly Nadder had a very shocked expression on her face. Almost like she had been struck by something.

For a second, she found herself unable to do anything.

* * *

><p><strong>"WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR, KARI?!"<strong> Fray bellowed. **"DO IT! DO IT NOW!"**

But Kari was unable to move. Something happened when she had moved her jaws in for the final kill.

That something was a scent.

This boy had the scent of Night Fury on him. It was Thorer's scent, and it was fresh.

But he didn't have the scent of blood on him. It was only Thorer's seen and nothing else.

A strange hope rose up in Kari's heart.

If this boy had Thorer's scent on him, that must mean that he was the one who found Thorer in the woods. But if he didn't have the smell of blood, did that mean that Thorer…?

Before Kari could finish the thought, several large Vikings appeared from what seemed to be out of nowhere and knocked her off of the little boy. They then pinned her and Fray to the ground. Before the two dragons could wriggle themselves out of their grasp, the Vikings had strapped ropes around the both of them.

They were trapped.

* * *

><p>"Take them to the arena!" Gobber commanded the men. "We need a Deadly Nadder and Monstrous Nightmare for the future warriors to fight! Might as well take these two!"<p>

Hiccup was still sprawled out on the ground. All his strength had been sapped from him because of the overwhelming fear of the moment and he was shivering like a leaf. Just twice in one day, he had been pinned under a dragon and looked death in the face. On top of that, if he didn't know any better, he would've sworn that these two dragons were trying to assassinate him. Of course they were trying to kill him, but why did they target him specifically and not any of the other Vikings?

"I knew it," he whimpered to himself. "The gods really do hate me."

It was then that Stoick came running up the path toward the house. When he saw his son on the grass, he immediately ran over to him. He could see that Hiccup's face was very pale, and his breathing was very heavy, which is what happens when some has just had a near-death experience.

"Hiccup!" Stoick shook his son's shoulder. "What happened?! Are you hurt?!"

Hiccup looked up at his father with wide green eyes and shook his head. He was too shaken up to be embarrassed about his father seeing him in such an un-Viking state.

"No," he muttered. "I'm fine."

Stoick gave a brief sigh of relief before hoisting Hiccup to his feet. Hiccup swayed for a moment, as he was still shivering. When he finally regained his balance, he gave one last glance at his father before turning and walking back into the house, too ashamed to even say a word. He was pretty sure he knew what his father was thinking, and it had something to do with him not acting like true Viking in the face of danger.

The moment he got inside, Hiccup closed the door and leaned back against it, clutching his chest and panting heavily. At least no one could see his condition from behind the walls of his house.

* * *

><p>At the same time, Thorer suddenly felt that sensation of danger leave him as quickly as it came.<p>

How very peculiar. One moment he was certian that there was a threat nearby, the next it was gone completely.

"I must be going crazy." Thorer groaned to himself. "Now I'm having fits of paranoia."

Thorer then let out a deep exhale and settled back down again, hoping that he could still at least get a few more hours of sleep in before the sun rose into the sky.

* * *

><p>Despite the sun shining down from the heavens above, the day was torture for Thorer.<p>

He was practically going berserk trying to get out of that little grotto. But no matter how many times he tried to fly, no matter how many times he tried to climb the rocks, all of it was just no use.

Every time he attempted to fly, his body would just go lopsided and he would just glide only for a few feet before crashing back down into the earth below. And then there were times where he just fell like a rock. It didn't matter how fancy he got with his movements; he just couldn't get airborne.

This was driving him to insanity. Thorer absolute hated being trapped in confined areas for too long. He had to endure it at the Dragon Nest, and now he had to suffer the same fate on an island inhabited by killer Vikings.

The only brighter side to this situation was that this cove was much prettier in comparison to the darkness of the caves back on Dragon Island. Thorer could at least breathe fresh, clean air; and not have to tolerate the sulfur-infested air he had become accustomed to.

Still, not being able to fly anymore was really taking its toll on the Night Fury. With his tail permanently damaged, there was no chance of him getting off the ground. His gift of flight had been taken away from him for good. The last precious thing he cherished for so long had been wrenched away from him in a single night.

He was now certain that he would never fly again. And that was the most heartbreaking thought he had experienced in a very long time.

He was so frustrated, angry, and miserable about his situation, that every now and then he would shoot off a plasma blast in a random direction. He could just barely tolerated being imprisoned, but being imprisoned AND unable to fly was an absolute killer to his sanity.

By now his spirit was so low that he couldn't even find the strength to catch the fish swimming around in the pond, even despite the fact that he was very hungry.

Eventually, he just gave up.

After another failed attempt to nab some fish near the shores of the tiny lake, he simply laid down, completely miserable.

_"I guess I'm going to die here,"_ he thought to himself, downheartedly._ "Oh well, I'll be joining my parents soon."_

It was then that something caught Thorer's attention. He heard the light sound of a stick falling down from rocks on the opposite side of the cove and looked up to see where it had come from. Sure enough, a small twig-like object had fallen into the enclosure.

Thorer lifted himself up and turned his head up toward the top of the rocky wall.

To his surprise, high up on the ledge, was the boy he had encountered just yesterday. The dragon knew it was the same boy, for there was no mistaking that scrawny little human.

It was the boy with the beating heart.

But what was he doing back here? Did he change his mind and he came back to finish Thorer?

He didn't seem to have a weapon on him. And he appeared to be alone.

Still, Thorer stared back up the Viking with an expression of suspicion and warning. The Viking looked back at Thorer with both fear and wonder in his face. The boy then slowly sat up and tilted his head to the left. Thorer saw this action and mirrored it exactly the same way. He didn't why he did, his head just moved.

Even from where he was, Thorer could still see the Viking's forest green eyes. For some reason, it was those eyes that caught his interest the most. For one thing, it was interesting that the he and this boy had the same eye color. The only noticeable difference was that the boy's green irises were surrounded by white, whereas Thorer's irises made up the rest of his eyes.

But something in the boy's eyes seemed to reflect something that Thorer couldn't describe. It was like something that was very subtle, but also very penetrating that it was overwhelming.

But what was it?

What was it about this boy that set him apart form all other Vikings?

Thorer could not figure it out.


	14. Chapter 14: Prophecy

**Prophecy**

Later that night, Thorer rested in the protection of the little cave as the rain outside began to fall. It had been so long since he had last seen rain that he almost forgot what a rainstorm even looked like.

The Night Fury watched the tiny little droplets of water splash onto the ground, soaking the dirt and making the rocks sparkle. The raindrops that fell into the lake caused the surface of the water to ripple gracefully; almost like it was performing some kind of alien dance that only water would know how to do. Only the faintest sounds of lightning could be heard, and they were miles away from the island.

Thorer was in a deep state of confusion and depression. He didn't know what to think anymore. Ever since his confrontation with Skagi two years ago, he couldn't shove the thought of this mysterious prophecy out of his head. Although he didn't know much about it, he felt a blazing hatred towards it. It was the reason that his parents had been killed, the reason he was hunted by that despicable Skrill, and now it was the reason why he was stranded on this gods-forsaken island full of dragon-slaying Viking. It was also because of this prophecy that he now had a permanently injured tail that kept him from ever flying again.

Everything precious to him had taken away from him: his family, his freedom, his flight, his hope, and the life that he had once knew and loved.

All of it was gone.

Gone.

There was nothing left for him now. He was going to die in this cove and he knew it. There was nothing left for him to live for.

With an aching heart and soul, Thorer covered his face with his paws, as if wanting to hide himself from this world of despair. Pretty soon, he drifted off to sleep.

* * *

><p><em>Thorer slowly opened his eyes and saw that he was back in that limbo of darkness. He had seen it so many times in his dreams that it was no surprise anymore. He knew exactly what was coming. He would wonder around aimlessly in a hypnotic manner until the voice of either his mother or father would speak from who-knows where in some cryptic manner.<em>

_"Okay," he mumbled, "what riddle do you have for me now?"_

_As Thorer spoke, it suddenly dawned on him that something was different about this dream. Normally, he would be surprised at every little thing happening, even though he had the same kind of dream over and over again. However, this wasn't the case this time. He felt fully aware of what was going on._

_Why was that? What was going on?_

_Suddenly, out of the darkness, a voice whispered, "Thorer."_

_Thorer whipped around to see who called out to him. What he saw was a beginning to shine. It started as a small flicker, like a twinkling star. It then slowly grew brighter and larger, and seemed to push the darkness surround the Night Fury away. Thorer's head turned this way and that as he absorbed the wonder of the scene before him. Something about all of this made his soul lift up a little. He couldn't quite explain why, but he was beginning to feel better._

_Pretty soon, he was standing among golden light, its warmth wrapping him in its gentle beams._

_"Thorer."_

_Thorer looked back in the direction where the voice had come from, and his mouth fell open._

_Walking towards him out of the source of the light was his father, Alva._

_Thorer couldn't move a muscle. All he could do was stand where he was in petrified wonder as his father continued to walk towards him. He hadn't seen his father since the night he had died by Skagi's claws. He felt like he was looking at a ghost, or some other kind of illusion of the past._

_Alva wasn't like the way he was when Thorer found him in the woods, all wounded and lifeless. His injuries were gone, as if they had never been there in the first place. He walked toward his son with so much power and dignity that for a moment, Thorer thought that he was some kind of divine spirit._

_When Alva was just a few feet away from Thorer, he stopped and stood before his son. The two Night Furies stared at each other for what seemed to be like an eternity. Alva's eyes were full of wisdom and love, while Thorer's were filled with unspeakable surprise._

_"Son." Alva said softly._

_"Dad?" Thorer whispered, managing to find his voice a little._

_Alva gave a gentle smile, "You've grown up. I've…been waiting for so long to tell you this."_

_Thorer's eyes narrowed a bit when his father said those words._

_"Tell me what?" he asked suspiciously._

_Alva smiled diminished a little and he lowered his head a bit, "Something your mother and I should tell you when we were both still in the mortal world. I suppose you are wondering why you have been getting prophetic dreams lately? Well, it's time that you learned the truth behind all of the events that have happened to you, as well as you lineage."_

_Thorer's eyes widened and his pupils tightened into slits. Now he knew what his father was trying to tell him._

_All this time, ever since Thorer was born, his father __**knew**__ about this prophecy, and he never told his own son!_

_As if controlled by some invisible force, Thorer charged forward and rammed himself into his father as hard as he could. Alva grimaced as the surprise attack caught him off guard. However, because he was a spirit now, it didn't hurt him in the slightest._

_Thorer then backed away so that he was face-to-face with his father. His eyes were burning with anguish. All of the misery that had been welling up in his heart finally broke free of its confinement and manifested itself into a flaming white-hot misery that was projected through is voice his voice._

_"WHY DIDN'T YOU EVER TELL YOUR OWN SON HE WAS PART OF SOME STUPID PROPHECY?! DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA WHAT I WENT THROUGH BECAUSE OF IT?! FIRST, I LOST YOU AND MOM! DO YOU KNOW HOW PAINFUL THAT WAS?! THEN SKAGI HUNTED ME FOR TWO YEARS! I MANAGED TO DEFEAT HIM, BUT THEN I WAS IMPRISIONED ON SOME GODS-FORSAKEN ISLAND WITH A CANNIBAL MONSTER! FOR TWO YEARS I WATCHED HER DEVOUR OTHER HELPLESS DRAGONS, AND I LIVED IN CONSTANT FEAR THAT I WOULD BE NEXT!_

_"THEN JUST THE OTHER DAY, I WAS SHOT OUT OF THE SKY AND LOST MY TAIL FIN! NOW I CAN'T FLY ANYMORE! I'M STRANDED ON AN ISLAND FULL OF VIKINGS WHO SLAY DRAGONS! ONLY NOW I DON'T EVEN KNOW WHAT TO THINK OF THEM BECAUSE THE VIKING WHO SHOT ME DOWN SET ME FREE, AND HE HAS A BEATING HEART! YOU AND MOM ALWAYS TOLD ME THAT VIKINGS HAD HEARTS OF STONE AND WERE VICIOUS CREATURES! BUT THAT VIKING SET ME FREE, EVEN THOUGH HE HAD THE CHANCE TO KILL ME!_

_"I DON'T KNOW WHAT TO THINK ANYMORE! EVERYTHING I ONCE KNEW HAS CHANGED! THE WORLD I LOVED IS NOW GONE! ALL BECAUSE OF SOME STUPID PROPHECY THAT I KNOW ABSOLUTELY NOTHING ABOUT! WHAT DOES IT ALL MEAN?! WHY AND I THE ONE WHO IS MEANT TO SUFFER?! TELL ME, DAD! WHY DIDN'T YOU OR MOM TELL ME ANYTHING ABOUT THIS?! WHY WOULD YOU KEEP SOMETHING LIKE THIS FROM YOU OWN SON?!"_

_With all of his emotions now out in the open and feeling like he had just torn out his guts, Thorer clawed at the golden ground and made sobbing sounds as if he was crying. Dragons cannot shed tears like humans, but Thorer would give anything in that moment to just have some fall down his face. He didn't even care that he was in the presence of his father; he just had to let all of the inner turmoil out._

_Alva looked at his son with immeasurable compassion._

_"Oh, Thorer," he said caringly, "I'm sorry you had to go through all of that. But I guess it's inadequate to say that now."_

_Thorer took a deep breath to calm try and calm himself down. Even though his heart and soul were still aching horribly, he managed to ease himself enough to speak calmly._

_"No," he said, "it's okay. After all, you and mom did sacrifice yourselves to save me. I have to be grateful for that."_

_"I see." Alva nodded._

_"But…" Thorer hesitated, "why did you come here? How is it that you're talking to me like this? This is just a dream, right?"_

_Alva paused for a moment._

_"Yes and no," he finally answered. "You know that your mother and I have told you stories about dragons who can see visions, right?"_

_Thorer's eyes widened._

_"We Night Furies also have this gift." Alva continued to explain. "When we reach our time of coming of age, this power we have makes itself known to us."_

_"So…" Thorer whispered, astounded, "you and mom…all of us…"_

_"However," Alva lowered his head, and looking as if he was looking in to the distant past, "Night Furies are not the only ones with this power. In fact, it was one of those dragons that foresaw this prophecy that you've been hearing about, and you mother and I have been trying to tell you from afar. To fully understand it, you need to know where your mother and I came from."_

_Thorer swallowed hard as his father continued._

_"Many years ago before you were born, your mother and I were part of a dragon nest, and were ruled by a dragon. This one wasn't like the Queen that you were imprisoned by; he was the King of all dragons. His name was Aric._

_"He was enormous sea dragon that was as big as a mountain, known as a Bewilderbeast. He was as white as snow with a speckle of black and red spots, gentle icy blue eyes, and an honest face. He was a wise and just leader. He never beat us down or treated us as if we were slaves. He looked out for all of us as if we were his very children. He fed us, gave us shelter, and was like a father figure to everyone in the nest._

_"For years, your mother and I were happy living in that nest day after day. We had hopes of raising a family there when we both reached our maturing ages. However, little did we know, that was not meant to be out fate._

_"One night, Aric had a vision. You can probably guess what this vision was. He summoned me to him and told me about all of it. According to Aric's prophecy, my descendent, my son, would be one of the two keys that would change the course of the future for both dragons and men forever."_

_Alva's eyes narrowed at the ground._

_"But I didn't want to believe it," he said harshly. "I didn't want my son, my own scales and blood to suffer that kind of fate. And at the time, I didn't believe in fate or destiny either. I only saw them as illusions that blinded others into believing that they have no control over their own lives. I didn't want my son to grow thinking that he couldn't change his life when he knew that he was part of a prophecy, especially one that would change the view of dragons and men altogether._

_"Needless to say, I voiced this to Aric in a very angry manner. He was very understanding of where I was coming from, but he said that if nothing were done, then the world as we know it would be destroyed by war and chaos._

_"He then instructed me and Dagna to leave the nest immediately and find some place to hide. This was because through is prophetic visions; he knew that others would find out about this prophecy by the time you were born and would come hunting for you. Dagna and I didn't want to leave, but we couldn't disobey our King. He was doing this for our own safety. So the following night, we left the dragon nest._

_"Two years later, you were born. Your mother and I were joyful to finally have a son, but Dagna was very troubled for the future that was before you. But I…I vowed that I wouldn't let this come to pass. I shoved the prophecy out of my mind and Dagna and I promised to never mention it. We wanted to suppress as much information about it as we could. I thought that if you never knew about it, you would be safe. Instead, we just raised you and the teachings we were always taught by our own families and tried to give you a normal life."_

_Alva closed his eyes regretfully._

_"But I was a fool," he said shamefully. "I never should've kept this from you when I was in the mortal world. If I told you sooner, then you might have been better prepared to take on the challenges that befell you. Instead, you suffered and struggled. I failed you, Thorer."_

_The Night Fury then looked back up at his son._

_"But I will not fail you again," he said with conviction. "Before Dagna and I left the nest, Aric told me the prophecy, all of it. I cannot tell you the whole thing, but I can tell you the first part:_

_"There will be a time where a great darkness will arise. When that time comes, two destined to change the world will be born. One, a dragon as mysterious as the night, but carries strength unlike any of his kind. The other, a Viking, small in stature, but courageous beyond measure in spirit._

_Hearts of leaders, and souls of each other, they will decide the future for both men and dragons._

_Enemies will become friends, and the war between the races of dragons and humans will end._

_When the powers of those who lead forget their true duty as true leaders, the world will need those who bear the light. Those two will carry that light of hope and freedom. For that to happen, the will need to understand freedom itself._

_Both Viking and dragon will be born on the intercalary year. Both will come early into the world. But from their frail, newborn states, they will grow to become the strongest of their kinds._

_When the ones of destiny meet for the first time, the Viking will look on the face of the dragon, but will not strike. The dragon will resist its instincts to kill, and spare the Viking's life. In this moment, the two of them will come to realize something about each other that will alter the future for both man and dragons."_

_By the time Alva finished reciting this part of the prophecy, Thorer started to feel very, very sick. His limbs felt numb and shaky, his stomach was practically doing summersaults, and his heart was beating so hard that it felt like it was trying to burst out of his chest._

_The very thing he had been wondering about for two long, horrible years had finally been revealed to him. It was only a small portion of it, but it was so overwhelming. This was too much to take in._

_"You…" Thorer shuddered. "You really don't believe this…do you? You said so yourself that you didn't believe in fate."_

_"Back then," Alva said slowly, "I had a misconception of what fate and destiny were. Now, I've come to realize what it truly means to follow ones destiny. Each of us has a reason for our existence. Some are born into theirs, some discover theirs, and some make a destiny for themselves. And then there are those who change their fate. It is true that the choices we make affect the future. So even the smallest creatures can change the course of the future. But only those who choose to lie down and give into fate before even trying are just afraid to change their destiny. Fate is never set in stone. We all have the power to change our destiny."_

_"Then why should I believe in this prophecy if I can make my own destiny?!" Thorer shouted._

_"Because you've already changed the fate of this world." Alva replied._

_Thorer stopped and looked straight at his father with shocked eyes._

_Alva continued. "The moment the Viking set you free instead of killing you, and you let him go instead of killing him, you both changed the fate of men and dragons forever. And I can assure you, that choice was all your own."_

_"So…" Thorer hesitated. "You're saying…__**that**__ Viking and I…the two of us are suppose to change the world?"_

_Alva nodded._

_"That's absurd!" Thorer said firmly. "This is all insane!"_

_"Thorer," Alva looked at his son, "I understand this is a lot for you to take in, but it's time you knew the truth. If nothing is done, then this world will fall into chaos. You've already seen it for yourself. Evil forces are rising and enslaving both dragons and humans. Only you and that Viking can change the tides of power. I know you can do this because you are my son. I believe in you."_

_"Dad…"_

_"It is almost time for you to awake." Alva said. "Before I leave you, I will leave you with one more verse:_

_"To close the rift that separates the world of Viking and Dragon, all the two will need is a touch of trust."_

_As Thorer's father spoke, the world around slowly began to fade away. The voice of Alva began to sound as if it was being spoken in a cavern as he, too, began to vanish._

_"Father!" Thorer cried out. "Don't leave me!"_

_"Do not worry, my son." Alva gently smiled. "I will always be with you. We shall meet again. This is not good-bye."_

_With that, Alva and the golden landscape disappeared, leaving Thorer alone once again._

* * *

><p>Thorer slowly opened his eyes. For a moment, he just laid dazed as he recalled the events of his dream. He hadn't forgotten any of it. It was all still clear in his mind.<p>

The Night Fury raised his head and looked up to the mouth of the cave. The rain had stopped and the sun was beginning to rise, casting its pale yellow rays down onto the drenched and soggy world below.

Thorer had finally gotten the answers he was looking for. But for some reason, he had a hard time believing them. He couldn't really bring himself to believe that he was meant to meet a Viking, let alone one that is as weak and puny as the boy who had cut free of his ropes. He also couldn't believe that he and that little shrimp were meant to change the world.

It couldn't true. It just couldn't be.

"I make my own future." Thorer declared quietly to himself. "I'm not going to let fate control my life."

Still, as much as Thorer wanted to believe that, the image of his father and the words of the prophecy wouldn't leave his mind.


	15. Chapter 15: Communicate

**Communicate**

The position of the sun slowly crept over the sky in a tedious manner, like it was struggling to reach midday.

Thorer climbed up onto a pile of rocks and slumped over, completely bored out of his mind. At this point, he wouldn't be shocked if his brain would begin to ooze out of him head. There was absolutely nothing to do in this cove except sleep, and even that was becoming a bore.

Oh, what Thorer wouldn't give to fly again. He longed soar through the sea of clouds and touch the sky with his wings with the rush of the wind underneath his body. He could just see the world beneath him in his mind's eye, all speckled with tiny islands across the vast ocean.

However, with his tail permanently injured, flying was out of the question.

Just as Thorer was about to go deeper into this miserable thought, his sensitive hearing picked up a strange noise. It sounded like something heavy and slimy had just hit the ground a few meters away from him. At the same time, Thorer's keen nose began to catch the scent of…fish?

The aroma of his favorite food began to make Thorer's mouth water and his stomach growl in hunger, reminding him that he hadn't eaten anything in two days.

He was about to rush out and find the fish, when another sound made him stop. It was the sound of rock and wood being wedge together. Thorer looked over to his right to where the noises were coming from. On the ground, just outside a cluster of rocks, was the fish that he was desperately craving for.

However, that wasn't the only thing that was there.

Thorer ducked down behind the pillar of rocks he was resting on as he saw a Viking emerge from between the two boulders.

It was the same boy that has spared Thorer's life.

He was back again, but why? And why was he down in the cove without a weapon? Didn't he know that a Night Fury like Thorer could easily tear him apart? Surely, he couldn't be THAT stupid.

Thorer watched as the boy struggled to pull the strange, round, wooden thing out from between the cluster of rocks. Unfortunately for the Viking, it was stuck between the two boulders pretty tight, and he was too weak to pull it out. The Viking gave up on trying to pull it out and instead, walked over to the fish. He cautiously knelt down and picked it up by one of the gills. He then slowly stood up and began to walk through the cove, his eyes wide with alert.

This was too easy.

In only a few minutes, the boy would be in just the right spot for Thorer to leap out and pounce on him.

He could do it.

He _should_ do it!

After all, that little runt was responsible for Thorer's predicament in the first place. If he hadn't shot the Night Fury out of the sky, the dragon wouldn't have fallen into the woods and lost his tail fin. Besides, one less Viking in the world wouldn't make a difference, especially one this frail and weak. He probably wouldn't even be missed by his own kind.

Then again, according to Thorer's father, this particular Viking was suppose to be part of the prophecy that foretold the saving of both men and dragons.

But was Thorer going to let some prophesy rule his life? He could make his own destiny. Why should he just blindly go through life believing that he couldn't escape fate?

This was a certainly a dilemma of sorts.

_"Well, the Viking's not presenting a threat."_ Thorer thought to himself. _"I guess I have no reason to attack him. Yet."_

Finally, the little Viking walked right in front of Thorer's hiding spot. The Night Fury flicked his tail as he watched the human. He then loosened his shoulders before creeping forward, spreading out his wings just enough to help keep his balance.

The Viking must've spotted his movement out of the corner of his eye. For he stopped dead in his tracks and slowly turned his head. When he saw Thorer coming up over the tower of stones, he gave a gasp and clutched the fish close to his body.

Thorer climbed down the rocks as gracefully as a panther, his eyes still locked onto the human boy the whole time. The Viking backed away nervously, still clutching the fish like it was some kind of precious shield. Indeed, it very well could've been a shield for him. The fish was as thick as his small abdomen.

Finally, Thorer stopped a few yards away and turned to face the Viking.

**"What are you doing here, Viking?"** Thorer growled in a low voice, arching his back.

The Viking said nothing. Instead, he slowly extended his arm and offered the fish to Thorer.

Thorer took a cautious step forward. Was this Viking _giving_ him the fish? It sure seemed like it.

Thorer's hunger began to take the best of him. His belly ached for food, and there was some dangling right in front of him. It didn't matter that it was just one little cod, it was still food.

He took three more steps and opened his mouth to take the fish.

However, something caught his eye.

There was a shiny and sharp object hiding underneath the Viking's fur covering.

The instant Thorer saw it, he coiled back and growled viciously. The Viking pulled the fish back and looked at the place where the dragon was staring. He pushed back his furry covering to reveal a knife hanging around his waist.

So the Viking _was_ armed!

Thorer knew it! This was trick! That fish must've been bait to lure him in!

**"Thought you could trick me, huh?!"** Thorer snarled. **"Change your mind and come back to finish the job?!"**

The Viking slowly and fearfully moved his hand over the hilt of the knife. Thorer growled menacingly as he did.

**"Attack, and I ****will**** kill you!"** the dragon warned, his voice sounding like venom.

The Viking seemed to understand what Thorer said and stepped back in fear.

He then did something strange.

He drew the knife out of his belt in a passive manner, stretched out his arm, and dropped the blade to the ground. Although that was unexpected, Thorer wasn't completely convinced. It was still too close for comfort. The Viking could still reach down and grab it.

**"Not good enough." **Thorer snorted.

The Viking seemed to sense Thorer's distrust. He did something that was even more remarkable.

With his foot, he lifted the blade off of the heathery ground, and kicked it into the lake.

Thorer looked back at the Viking and sat up, his eyes wide with disbelief. This boy just made himself completely defenseless. He had now weapon, no shield, and no physical strength to take on the Night Fury if the dragon decided to attack.

Why would he do that? He knew that Thorer could easily attack him. Why did he just make himself defenseless?

One thing was clear, however: if this boy was defenseless, then Thorer had absolutely no reason to attack him.

After a long silence, the Viking slowly held out the fish again, this time with both hands. Thorer squinted at it with curiosity. If this cod wasn't bait, then was it some kind of peace offering? That seemed to be the only explanation now.

Cautiously, keeping low to the ground, Thorer approached the Viking. He did his best to show that he didn't mean to do the Viking any harm. He even went as far as to retract his teeth. Still, he got the notion that the boy was still a little on the nervous side.

As Thorer slowly opened his mouth and moved in towards the fish, he glanced up at the Viking. There was a look of curious surprised on the boy's face when he saw the Night Fury's gummy mouth.

"Huh, toothless," he said bewildered. "I could've sworn you had…"

Thorer couldn't contain himself anymore.

After a painfully hungry growl from his stomach, he snapped his teeth out like cat claws and snatched the fish out of the Viking's hands before the human had time to blink. The Viking gasped and recoiled, holding his hands close together for fear that he might have lost some of his fingers.

Thorer took only two bits of the cod before swallowing it. He wasn't sure if it was because he hadn't eaten anything in a while, or if it was because this fish was prepared in a different way than he was used to, but it was the best fish he had ever tasted in his life. It had a different flavor to it that made it savory and juicy.

After the two pieces went down his throat, Thorer licked his chops with satisfaction.

"…teeth," the boy said in a soft, startled voice.

This caused Thorer to look back at him. His pupils narrowed in concerned when he realized just how skinny this Viking was. For some reason, the fact he looked so small and gangly made Thorer worried. Was he underfed and that was why he was so scrawny? It couldn't be healthy for any creature to be that skinny.

The Night Fury began to walk towards the Viking.

The boy hastily backed away as the Night Fury approached him, stuttering and blabbering out of anxiety. His feet somehow got tangled up with each other and he fell over onto his rump. However, he still continued to scramble away.

"No, no, no!" the boy said shakily.

He backed right up into a boulder. Thorer continued to walk towards him. The boy leaned as far back as he could as the dragon approached him.

"I-I don't have any more!" the Viking managed to say in a shuddered voice.

Finally, Thorer stopped so that his nose was just inches away from the boy's own nose. For a moment, they stared into each other's eyes.

Thorer's was so close now that he could actually feel the boy's breath on his scaly face. His sensitive hearing could hear the air going in and out of the human's lungs in heavy, fearful exhales.

And now that Thorer was aware of it, he could also hear the erratic thumping of the Viking's little heart.

He only considered these things for a moment before remembering why he was standing over the Viking in the first place.

Thorer's eyes rolled back a bit as he began to force his stomach to send one half of the cod back up his throat. It wasn't a painful process to forcibly regurgitate a fish, but it wasn't exactly pleasant to feel either. Slowly, he forced the fish out of his stomach and back up his throat.

The Viking watched all this, unable to comprehend what was going on. As Thorer opened his mouth to expel the fish in his throat, the boy pressed himself back against the rock so hard that he lifted his whole body up off the ground.

Finally, with one last gag, Thorer coughed up the tail-half part of the fish, and it landed with a squishing sound onto the Viking's tummy.

The Viking looked at the half-eaten cod and gave a disgusted face. This was understandable. The fish's spine was sticking out of the half where the head was supposed to be. Some of its guts were exposed and gave off a nasty stench. Not to mention, it was now lightly coated with Thorer's saliva and stomach juices, which made it reek even more.

Once Thorer had relaxed, he slowly lifted himself up and sat back on his tail. The Viking panted for a moment before lifting himself up so that he was sitting upright against the rock.

Thorer looked in surprise as the Viking did nothing with the fish. He just held it in his little hands.

**"You should eat." **Thorer said in his native tongue.

The Viking didn't respond. He just stared at the Night Fury.

Thorer then remembered that Vikings couldn't understand the language of dragons. This was going to make things more difficult. How could he communicate to this Viking if he couldn't speak to him?

Thorer thought for a moment. He suddenly remembered that the Viking seemed to respond to Thorer whenever he visibly showed his feelings. Was that the key for communicating to this human?

Well, there was only one way to find out.

Making it so that the Viking could clearly see, Thorer looked at the fish in the boy's hands. He then looked back up at the human. This time, the Viking reacted. He looked sharply down at the fish in his lap and then back up at the dragon. His face clearly showed that he understood what Thorer was trying to tell him.

However, instead of looking relieved at the prospect of having a meal, he gave a dismal sigh. Slowly, hesitantly, the boy brought the fish up to his face and open his mouth. He drummed his fingers tentatively the back of the cod for a moment before taking a bit out of it.

Thorer cocked his head and his ear-like appendages perked up as he saw the Viking's face change. The flabs of skin beside his mouth budged out, making his face look like it was swollen.

The Night Fury had never seen anything like that before. Half of him wanted to laugh at the comedic look on the Viking's face, and the other half of him was almost afraid that the boy's face would burst any moment. But the Viking didn't seem to be in any pain. He did look uncomfortable though.

The Viking tried to smile and offered the mutilated piece of fish back to Thorer. However, Thorer didn't take it back. Instead, he looked at the Viking and swallowed hard, showing that he wanted the Viking to swallow the piece of fish in his mouth.

Once again, the Viking showed that he understood what Thorer was trying to tell him. A look of distressed disgust came over his face. He then looked up for a moment as he concentrated on swallowing the slimy, dragon drool covered piece of fish. On the first attempt, he leaned forward and the sides of his face went back to normal. They immediately bulged out again as the meal tried to force its way back out the way it came in. The Viking held his fist up to his mouth to prevent himself from throwing up. Finally, with sheer willpower, he swallowed the fish.

He gave a rather nauseous shudder and stuck his tongue as he felt the revolting meal slide down his throat.

Seeing his reaction, Thorer licked his own lips. He didn't know why he did, he just seemed to react.

The Viking looked back up at the Night Fury and did something rather peculiar. He seemed to bare his teeth at Thorer. It wasn't in a threatening way. If anything, it was in a funny, gawky way.

Was that the Viking's way of smiling? It seemed to be the closest thing Thorer could compare it to.

Simply out of curiosity, Thorer attempted to do the same thing. This required him to use the muscles in his face that he didn't regularly use for such a task. The "Viking smile" slowly crept around his face from his left side to his right. It was certainly a strange feeling as he showed his gummy smile to the little boy.

The human looked rather impressed by the dragon's efforts. It also must have sent a sign that Thorer wasn't intending to send. Because the Viking slowly put the fish down on the ground and began to stand up. He then tentatively reached his right hand out toward the dragon.

It was then, like a sudden jolt, that Thorer remembered something his father told him.

_To close the rift that separates the world of Viking and Dragon, all the two will need is a touch of trust._

Thorer began to realize that this Viking was beginning to trust him. That's why he was reaching his hand out. He wanted to touch him.

But if he did that, then it would only prove that Thorer was bound by fate. The thought of having no control over his life terrified him. It held such a grip on him that for a moment, he looked scared as the Viking reached out to him.

No! He couldn't let that happen! He wasn't going to let his life be controlled by fate! He wasn't going to kill this human, but he wasn't going to give in either!

**"Don't touch me, Viking!"** Thorer snarled viciously.

The dragon than made an effort to fly away, forgetting that he was crippled in natural flight. However, reality caught up with him again as he glided only as far as the other side of the pond before crashing into the ground. He immediately recovered himself and wandered over to a spot by a tree. He then used his fire to warm a spot up on the ground and laid down on it.

He was about to fall asleep when the sound of a bird chirping caught his attention. He looked up and saw a little sparrow perched on a nest on a branch above him. It gave one little hop before flapping its wings and flying away.

Thorer watched with sad jealousy as it disappeared into the forest above the walls of the cove. That little bird was able to fly free while he was grounded for life.

Thorer then spotted some movement out of the corner of his eye and looked to see what it was. There, sitting just a few yards away from in with his legs crossed, was the Viking boy. He was looking at Thorer with an innocent smile on his face.

Had Thorer been in a better mood, he would've found that cute. But all he was thinking at that moment was:

_"Oh great, he's persistent."_

Thorer didn't even want to look at the Viking anymore. He just wanted him to go away.

Using his body as a way of communication, the Night Fury shifted himself so that his tail wrapped around and covered his face. He sincerely hoped that would get his point across.

However, he began to hear the sound of the Viking moving closer. Suddenly, in his mind's eye, he could see the boy reaching out to touch his tail. Thorer quickly flipped his tail up just in time to see the Viking now only a few inches away and his hand stretched out.

The moment he realized he was caught, the Viking stood in one swift motion, swung his left leg awkwardly around, and guiltily walked away from the dragon.

Thorer also got up from his spot and walked in the opposite direction. This Viking was becoming really annoying really fast.

**"For a little guy, he sure is a big nuisance."** Thorer mumbled, knowing that the Viking didn't understand that.


	16. Chapter 16: Bond

**Bond**

Thorer didn't usually sleep upside-down on a large root from a tree like a bat. However, given the circumstances, he just wanted a small chance to feel like he had left the ground. Since he couldn't fly, thanks to his blasted tail, hanging from a tree by his tail was the second best thing.

He also wanted to be out of reach of the little pest of a Viking.

Thorer tried to fall asleep and wait for the day to pass on, but he just couldn't to do it. He seemed to drift between a light doze and being awake. This went on for what seemed like ages.

It was practically sunset when Thorer finally gave up trying to sleep altogether. He knew that it was just no use.

He opened one eye and sniffed the air. The light was now a purplish pink color that gave everything on the earth below the same kind of tint. As Thorer's nose gathered the scents from all around, his other eye opened in surprise when he realized that the scent of the Viking hadn't left the cove. In fact, it was as strong as ever. It was such an alien kind of smell that Thorer knew he couldn't mistake it for anything else.

He looked over towards the lake. Sure enough, there was the boy, sitting on a rock just a few yards away from the edge of the pond. As Thorer watched him, he slowly realized that the Viking had a long, thin stick in his left hand. He seemed to be moving the tip of it around in the dirt in a careless kind of fashion.

Curious, Thorer lowered himself to the ground, walked over to the Viking, and sat down beside him. Although he was sure that the boy had become aware of his presence, the human didn't give much of a reaction as he usually did. He just kept on doing what he was doing before.

Thorer looked down at the ground near the boy's feet. What he saw were a bunch of lines. However, they didn't seemed to be haphazardly scribbled in the dirt, they were very precise and connected. The boy moved the stick around and began to make some curvy lines that were in the middle of a shape that looked one of those wooden caves that Viking dwelled in flipped upside-down.

Thorer watched in fasciation as the stick continued to work its magic in the dirt. As he stared at the lines, it began to occur to him that the boy was forming these lines to make an image of Thorer. Indeed, that's what it looked like.

Incredible. This boy took two ordinary pieces of nature and combined them together to make something different. It wasn't something deadly or dangerous, but something fun and intriguing.

Thorer was so fascinated by what this Viking was doing, that he wanted to give it a try.

The Night Fury got up on his hind legs and waddled over to a tree with a low branch. Using his powerful jaws, he clamped down on the middle of thick branch and pulled it free from the rest of tree, making a loud crackling snap.

He then dragged the branch back over to where the Viking was sitting and began to made swirly lines in the dirt. The Viking sat on the rock and watched as Thorer seemed to dance around him. Thorer was spinning around, prancing, leaping, and bounding around the area like some kind overgrown cat chasing a point of light. Every now and then he would stop to look at the Viking, who would look away from him, as if he was trying to avoid eye contact. At one point, Thorer came around and accidently whacked the boy in the head with the leafy end of the branch.

When he was done, Thorer dropped the branch beside him and looked back at his work. He purred with pride when he saw the scribbles he had created. From the eyes of a human, it just looked like large, messy doodle. But to Thorer, it was an image of the little boy's head.

That was certainly fun to do. It was the most fun he had in a long time.

The Viking stood up and looked all around him with wonder. He seemed to be impressed with Thorer's work, too. He was so amazed by it that for a moment, the wasn't watching where he was going. As the boy began to walk away, his right foot stepped onto one of the lines that Thorer had drawn.

This made Thorer feel very insulted.

**"Hey!"** he snarled. **"I didn't step on your scribble! Get off mine!"**

The boy flinched and looked at Thorer with fear. Although he couldn't understand what Thorer was saying, he seemed to know what had upset the dragon. He immediately lifted his right foot off the line and began to balance on his left.

**"Thank you."** Thorer said.

The Viking, still balancing on his left leg, looked back and forth between the line and Thorer with a curious twinkle in his eyes. Carefully, he lowered his right foot back down onto the line etched in the dirt.

**"Are you deaf?!"** Thorer growled angrily. **"I said get off!"**

The Viking lifted his foot again. Again, Thorer relaxed. He was about to say "thank you" again, when the boy lowered his foot back onto the line again.

**"KNOCK IT OFF!"** Thorer snapped, sounding angrier than before.

Finally, the boy lifted his foot, extended the range of his footing, and stepped onto a small patch of earth that was left untouched.

Thorer gave a small purr of approval when he saw that the Viking had at least understood what he was trying to say. The boy looked up at Thorer and gave a small, humble smile, as if silently saying, "I get it."

The Viking then proceeded to get out of the maze of scribbles by looking for a spot to place each foot. Thorer watched as the boy maneuvered his way around in a rather graceful, fluent style. For such a small creature, he was certainly full of unexpected surprises.

In that moment, Thorer didn't see the Viking who had downed him and attempted to kill him. He didn't even see him as a helpless creature that the world wouldn't miss if he did die. As the watched the boy slowly wander towards him, he began to feel something strange. For the first time, he saw this Viking as something much more. He didn't follow the rules of the typical Viking that Thorer had seen during the raids. He wasn't a carbon copy of those burly, rowdy humans who carried axes and spears twice their size.

He was his own kind of creature.

Was this why he was chosen to change the world?

Thorer was so lost in thought about this, that he almost didn't see the Viking back up right against him. It was only at the last second that he let out a huff of air to alert the Viking of how close he was to him. The Viking stopped and turned to look up at him.

**"You really are something else."** Thorer admitted, lowering his head down to look at the Viking.

The human boy and dragon stared at each other. This time, it wasn't with terror or suspicion. While they were both still nervous, the firm-gripping fear that kept both of them away was gone.

They no longer saw each other as a threat. Instead, they saw each other as a wonder.

The Viking in particular seemed to become a little too comfortable. Just like before, he reached out his right hand out to touch the dragon.

Thorer gave a skeptical snarl that made the Viking coil back a little. But this snarl was different from the rest he had done before. His teeth showed that he didn't want the Viking to touch him, but his eyes said the opposite. They weren't narrow slits that he had when he was angry. They were still round and loving.

At this moment, somewhere deep down inside Thorer, he was at odds with himself.

What should he do? Should he let this Viking touch him and fulfill the prophecy? Or should he just walk away?

The Viking was about to give him an answer.

To Thorer's utter astonishment, the Viking boy took a deep breath, closed his eyes, turned his head away from the dragon, and stretched his hand out once again.

Thorer exhaled deeply. This was absolute trust. The Viking had absolute trust in the dragon. He knew perfectly well that Thorer was more than capable of killing him, yet he still showed that he trusted Thorer.

He also showed that he was going to give Thorer the choice of whether or not he would let the Viking touch him.

This meant that Thorer DID have a choice. He could choose his destiny.

It was time for him to decide.

But what should he choose? Should he reach out and touch this Viking's hand? Or should he walk away?

The stubborn, resentful part of Thorer's mind wanted nothing to do with this Viking. He didn't want to be bound by some destiny. He didn't want to stumble through life thinking that his fate wasn't his own. He wanted to make his own future. He wanted to believe that he could make his own choices and follow his own path. He wanted to be free from fate.

However, the other side of him, the one that had been scarred by the tragic events of his life, wanted so desperately to be healed. Deep down in his heart, he wanted a friend. He wanted someone near him. He didn't want to be alone anymore. All those years alone had frozen his soul and made him what he is now. He wanted to escape that loneliness now more than ever.

Which one should he listen to? Should he listen to his mind and obey his instincts of survival? Or should he listen to his heart and mend the scars that have been aching for so long?

Which one was the right choice?

Thorer stared at the Viking's waiting hand, contemplating on what he should do. For a while, his mind and heart seem to argue within him. Both of them were tugging strongly at him in opposite directions.

Take up the destiny, or walk away. Which one was the right choice?

Finally, Thorer made his choice.

With only a single moment of hesitation, he pushed away his mind's decision. He wasn't going to go back to that loneliness. He wasn't going to run away.

This time, for better or worse, Thorer was going to follow his heart.

At last, Thorer leaned forward, closed his eyes, and touched the Viking's hand with his nose.

It was warm.

This boy's hand was warm and gentle. It was such a small thing, but Thorer felt as if this hand had somehow reached down into his soul and melted the icy walls that had developed over the years. The shackles that had held his aching heart down for so long seemed to painlessly shatter, making his chest feel lighter.

Thorer gave a soft purr as he felt a soothing flutter through the thin skin of this boy's hand. He immediately knew that it was the beating of the boy's heart.

Amazing. He could actually feel the boy's heartbeat through his hand.

All of Thorer's sadness, fears, doubts, and misery vanished in an instance. They were all replaced with all of things he had lost sight of before. He felt hope, courage, and love all whirl around inside him in a ecstasy of happiness.

Truly, this Viking boy was something else.

After what felt like a lifetime, Thorer leaned back. He twitched his nose and opened his eyes. He looked at the boy's hand, and then at the boy himself. With just one glance of his eyes, Thorer knew that the boy felt the same thing he did.

They had somehow touched each other souls.

Their destinies were now intertwined forever.

**"I guess I give in."** Thorer huffed.

With that, Thorer rushed off, leaving the Viking alone to take in what had just happened.

The Night Fury had made his choice. He was going to take this destiny. It may not have been what he wanted, but he was going to take it. He didn't know where it was going to lead him, or what he was to face, but he was going to go forward. And he wasn't going to be alone.

Before Thorer slipped back into his cave, he looked back over at the little Viking boy.

He now saw him in a completely different view. He wasn't a scrawny little human in the dragon's eyes anymore. He was something much, much more.


End file.
